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PE. 


Salve plus decies quot ſunt momenta, dierum 


Quot generum ſpecies, quot res quot nomina 
rerum, 


Quot prati flores, quot ſunt in orbe Gen 


Quot Piſces, quot aves, quot ſunt in equore 
naues, 


ue volucrum pennæ, quot ant tormenta 
Gehennæ, 


Quot Ccli ſtellz, quot ſunt in orbe puellæ, 


Quot ſancti Romæ, quot ſunt miracula Tho- 
me, | 


Quot ſunt virtutes, tot vobis mitto ſalutes. 


I: D I T OR „ 
PREFACE 


9 


- 


4 Go 2 f In E following Poems having 


88 * had the fate to be — 
or many Years, the Editor, inſtead of. 
troducing them to the Public, with a 
Panegyric on their Author, thinks it a 
more modeſt Proceeding, to leave the 
udgment of his Merit, as a Poet, to 
oſe who have this Opportunity of read- 
Eng his Productions; but as ſome Ac- 
ount of his Life may poſſibly be expect 
AN on this Occaſion, it was thought pro- 
Per to collect the following Particulars, - 
n that Subject, from the Athene Or- 
| A 3 nienſes 


J. Editor's Preface. 


nienſes of Mr. a. LO: os hop 
in "IMS manner. 0 1 


W ir god the eminent Poet 
of his Time, was originally, if not near- 
ly, deſcended from the Sheltons of Cum- 
berland; and having been educated in 
this Univerſity, (meaning that of Oxford) 

as Job. Baleus (a) aſſerts, who ſtiles him 
Oxonii Porta: Laureatus, became highly 
renowned among Men, for his Poetry 
and Philoſophy. Afterwards, taking 
Holy Orders, he was made Rector of 
5 Dye in Norfolk, where, and in the Dio- | 
ceſs, he was eſteemed more fit for the 
Stage, than the Pew or Pulpit.” The 
Reader is now to know, that one John 
Stelton was made Vicar (6) of Dultyng 
in the Dioceſs of Bath and N. ell, Anno 
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Þ a) In lib. de Seriptoribus Anglicis, M. 8. inter Cod. 
MSS. Selen, in bibl. Bodl. p. 69. b. 

65) Regſt. Hadr, de Caſtello Epiſc. B. & Wellen. 
ſub An. 2 1; 


1512. 


The Ealitors Preface. v 
15 12. upon the Promotion of Hugh 
ge to the See of Meath in Jreland 5 
vhere having continued ſome Years 
without a Degree (as ſome Chan- 


zem 


ear- eellors, Archdeacons, nay Priors, Ab- 
m- Ibats, and Deans, have fo done in their 
in Neſpective Times and Places) did retire to 


Oxon, ſtudy: there with leave from his 
Dioceſan, and in Juhy 1518. (to. Hen 
VIII.) was admitted (a) to the extraor- 
dinary reading of any Book of the Decre- 
tals, that is to the Degree of Bachelor 
of Decrees, which ſome call the Canon 
Law. The next Year I find him (3) to 
de made Rector of Meſtguamtoled, in the 
aid Dioceſs, by the Name and Title of 
Jobn Skelton Bachelor of Decrees, and, in 
152 5, N of eee there 2 


60 Reg. The Molly, Ert Bath & Wall, An. 
K. 7 Reg. Job. Clerke, Epiſc. Bath & Wells, An, 
5 4 4 But 


vi The Eultor Profate. 
But this Fobhn Stelton, I cannot take to ji 
be the ſame with him that was the Poet, 
and Rector cf Dyſſe; who having been 
guilty of certain Crimes (as moſt Poets £ 
are) at leaſt not agreeable to the Coat, ¶ San 
fell under the heavy Cenſure of Richard I the 
Nykke, Biſhop of Norwich, his Dioceſan; Ci 
eſpecially for his Scoffs and ilt Language 
_ againſt the Monks and Dominicans, in 
his Writings. In which alſo, reflecting 
on the Actions of Cardinal Wolſey, he 
was ſo cloſely purſued by his Officers, 
that he was obliged to take Sanctuary at 
Weſtminſter, where he was kindly enter- 
tained by Jobn 1/ip the Abbat, and con- 
tinued there to the time of his Death. 
Eraſmus, in an Epiſtle to King Henry 
VII. ſtiles this Poet, Britannicarum 
Literarum Lumen & Decus, and of the 
like Opinion were many of his Time. 
Yet the generality ſaw, that his witty 
Diſcourſes gras his Laughter op- 
. 3 probrious 


large _— vid 
mo tp and fling. 


*oets: A1 kngth,. our Seve boa in \ his 
-oat, ¶ Sanctuary, was buried in the Chancel of 
hard the Church of St. Margaret, within the 
fan; [City of Weſtminſter in 1529. 21. Hen. 
nage VIII. Over his Grave was this Inſcrip- 
in tion ſoon after put. Johannes Sleltonus 
ting Þ Vates pierius hic fitus eff, Ani mam egit 
he (eicit) 2 1. Fun An. Dom, MDXXIX. . 
ers, Near to his Body, was afterwards buried 
y at an old Court Poet, called Thomas Church- 
ter- yard, and not in the Church Porch, as 
on- certain old Rhymes tell you, beginning 
ath. thus. 15 | 


um Come Aledo, and lend me thy Torch, 
the To find a 3 in a Church-Porch. 


tty I find another Joln 3 who lived 
p- in the time of King Henry IV. but he was 
à2 Doctor 


viii The Editor's h reface. 
a Doctor of Divinity, and a Dominican 75 
and therefore I conceive. it the Reaſon 
why Baleus ſtileth: this Poet Docter of J< 
Divinity, which no other Auther, be- 
fide himſelf, doth. Another Jobn Skel-| 
ton 1 find, who was confirmed Abbat of | 
Whitby i in Yorkſhire, (upon the Death of 
Thomas Rolton) by the Arp of ä 
Vert, 6. Nou. 1413, 
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PF ſouth and tract of time, 
(That wears eche thing away) 
C7 (ET ruſt and canker worthy 


| Good . would ſoen decay. 
If ſuche as preſent -— jo 
For goeth the 23 
Our ſelus ſhould ſoen in ares llepe, 
And loes renom at laſt. 
No ſoyll nor land ſo rude, 
But ſom odd men can ſhoe: 
Than ſhould the learned pas unknowne, 
= Whoes pen and skill did flee. 
God ſheeld our ſlouth wear ſutch, 
Or world ſo ſimple nowe: 
That knowledge ſcaept without reward, 
Who ſercheth vertue throwe 
And paints forth vyce 7 
And blames abues of men: 


And 


Tr 

And ſhoes what lief deſarues INS! #54 #1 

And who the prayes of pen. 33 
You ſee howe forrayn realms, _ 

Aduance their Poets all: e 4 
And ours are drowned in the auc, 5 44 
Or flong againſt the wall. 
In Fraunce did Marrot raigne, | | 

And neighbour thear vnto : 


Was Petrark, marching full with dante, N 


Who erſt did wonders . 
Among the noble Grekes, 5 
Was Homere full of {kill : 
And where that Ouid ie vas, 
The foyll did floriſh till. 951 
Wich Fan, 
But Virgill wan the fraes 
And paſt them all for deep engyen, | 
And made them all to es 1 
Upon the bookes he made, 
Thus eche of them you fee 
Wan prayſe and fame and honor had, 
Eche one in their degree. 
I pray you then my friendes, 
Diſdaine not for to vewe 
The workes and ſugred verſes fine, 
Of our raer poetes newe ' 
Whoes barbarus langua woe rued, ' 
Perhaps ye may miflike, 
But blame them not that ruedly playes 
If they the ball do ſtrike. 
Nor skorne not mother 
1 babes of born 1 breed, 
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l have of other language ſeen, 


(ﬆ) 


And you at full may reed. 


Than is this daye in deede 


And coutcht in comly ſort, 


Wd f But neuer I nor you I tro. 60 


In ſentence plaine and ſnort. 


| Did yet beholde with eye, 


In any forraine tonge: 


A higher verſe a ftactly ſtyle, 


That may be read or ſong. 
Our Engliſhe verſe and ryme: 


FI The grace wherof doth touch the Gods, 


And reatch the cloudes ſomtime. 


Thorow earth and waters de 


epe, 
The pen by ſkill doth paſſe : 


= And featly nyps the worldes abuſe, 


And — vs in a glaſſe, 


he vertu and the vice, 


Of evry wyght alyue: 


The hony combe that bee doth make, 


Is not ſo ſweete in hyue. 


As are the golden leues, 


That drops. from poets. head: 


Which doth ſurmount our common talke 


As farre as dros doth lead. b 
The flowre is ſifted cleane, E 
The bran 1s caſt aſide. 4 EEE 1 | 


| | And ſo good corne Is knowen from chaffe, 
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And 2 fine graine is * © | 
Peers plowman was full 1 
And Chauſers ſpreet was great: | | 
Earle | 


(i) 


Earle Surty had a goodly vayne, 


In thinges he did tranſlate: + 
And Edwards had a ſpecial gift, 

And divers men of late. . 
Hath helpt our Engliſhe toung, 

That firſt was daes and brute - 

Ohe ſhall I leaue out Skeltons name, 

The bloſſome of my frute, 

The tree wheron in deed, 

My branchis all might groe, 

Nay Skelton wore the Lawrell wreath, 

And paſt in ſchoels ye knoe, 

A poet for his arte, 

Whoes iudgment ſuer was hie, 
And had great practies of the pen, 
His works they will not lie. 

His terms to taunts did lean, 
His talke was as he wraet: 
Full quick of witte, right ſharp of words, 
And ſkilful of the ffaet. 
Of reaſon riep and good, 

And to the haetfull mynd: 
That did diſdain his _ tin, 

A ſkornar of his kynd. 

Moſt pleaſant every way, 

As pocts ought to be: 

And ſeldom out of Princis grace, 

And great with eche degre. 
Thus haue you heard at full, 

What Skelton was in deed : 


Lord Vaus the marke did beat. jon 2 
And Phaer did hit the'pricke, '' © 


A. further 


I 


— 


| XU1 
\ further knowledge ſhall Jon en 
If you his bookes do fee ec. 


” haue of meer good will, ' 
0 Theas verſes written heer: 4 
To honour vertue as I ought, + _. | 


And make his fame aper. | 
hat whan the Garland gay, TREAT” 7 
Of lawrel leaues but laet, 725 | ll 


mall i is my pain, great is his prayes, 1 | 
That thus futch honour get. =_ 


 Finifque can dhe | 


Irther 


( xiv 


Works of Shelton newly collected by 7 s 


as foloweth, 


a | 
21. En Parlement a P. 


. lawrel. 
2. The bouge of court. 
3. TheDuke of Albany. 
4. Speake Parrot. 

5. Edward the ooo 


1 e 


L. How euery one; 
muſt haue a time. 


. A prayer to the Fa- 
1 ther of Heauen. 


10. To the ſecond Per- 


ſon. 
11. To the Holy Ghoſt, 
12. The tunning of Eli- 
nour Rumming. 
13. The relucent mirror. 


14. Why come ye not to 
Court. 


2 57 Of Calliope. 


20. Of thre fooles. 


= 


24. 

25. Praiſe of the palma ** 
26. Bedel quondam uf 
27. The dolorus de 
of the Lord Perd 
Erle of Northun 
| berlande. | 
28. Epitaphium Marg 
retæ Countiſſæ 

eu 
ita. Hen. 1754 
alpin pro ſul 
temporum. 


31. A parable by Wi 
| liam Corniſhe 


29. 
30. 


c 


the Fleete. 
32. Againſt venemd 
Es 


(1) 


Oratoris Regis tertius. 


Againſt venemous ton gues enpoyſoned with 


e fclaunder and falſe detractions, &c. 

of ty Quid detur tibi aut quid apponatur tibi ad lin- 
diſe. ¶ guam dolaſam Palm C. as 8985 F 
Deus dſtruet te, in. finem evellet te, & emigrabit 
Scott de de tabernaculo tuo. & radicem tuam de terra vi: 


: ventium. Pſal. Ixvii. 


1 95 maters wel pondred, and wel to be regarded 
Ho ſhuld a fals lying tung then be rewarded 

Such tunges ſhuld be torne out by the harde rootes 
Hoyning like hogges that groynis and wrotes. 


ntille l Dilexiſti omnia verba precipitationis lingua 


doleſa. vbi. ſ. &c. 


„Por as I haue rede in volumes olde | 
A fals lying tunge is harde to withholde. 


3 wit A ſclaunderous tunge, a tunge of a skolde 
mige . Worketh more miſchiefe than can be tolde. 


That if I wiſt not to be controlde 
Yet ſomwhat to ſay I dare well be bolde 
How ſome delite for to lye, thycke and threfolde. 


Ad ſannam hominem redegit comite & grapbice. 


For ye ſaid, that he ſaid, that I faid, wote ye what 
I made (he ſaid) a windmill of an olde mat. 
If there be none other mater but that, 
Than ye may RR me to gentil Cok war. 
Hic 
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Hic notat ( purpuraria arte ) intextas literal 


Romanas in amictibus poſt ambulonum ant 1 
E retro, | 
a RB 
For before on your breſt, and behind on your back, 

In Romaine letters I neuer founde lacx. f 
In as croſſe rowe, nor Chriſt croſſe you ſpede, | 
Your Pater noſter, your Aue, nor your Crede. B 
Who ſoeuer that tale vnto you tolde, 

He faith vntruly, to ſay, that I would A 
Controlle the cogniſaunce of noble men: 

Either by language, or with my pen. 

Pedagogium meum de ſublimiori Minerua conflat | 
_ eſſe. ergo. &c. | . 
My ſcole is more ſolem, and ſomwhat more haute 
Than to be founde in any ſuch faute. \ 
Pedagogium meum male ſanos maledicos ( fibuli; 5 | 
conploſiſque mantibus) explodit. c. K 
My ſcoles are not for vnthriftes vntaught, | 8 

For frantick faitours half mad, and half ſtraugh 
But my learning is of an other d 

To taunt theim like liddrous, lewde as thei bee. 

\ 


Laxent ergo antemnam elationis ſue inflatan f 
vento vanitatis, Ii. ille. &c. | 3 


For though ſome be lidder, and liſt for to rayle, 
Yet to lie vpon me they can not preuayle. = 

Then let them vale a bonet of their proud ſayle. $ 
And of their taunting toies reſt with il hayle. F 


Nobilitati ignobilis cedat vtilitas. Cc. 


C37 
There is no noble man wil iudge in me, 
litera} Any ſuch foly to reſt or to be. 2 
n ant 1 care muche the leſſe what euer they ſay, 
For tunges _— be renning a ſtray. : 
hut yet I may ſay ſafely, ſo many wel lettred 
back, Embraudred, enlaſid together, and fettred. 
And ſo little learning, ſo lewdly alowed: ] 
de, What fault find ye herein but may be avowed ? 
de. But ye are ſo full of vertibilite, 
And of frenetyke folabilite. 
And of melancoly mutabilite. 
That ye would coarte, and enforce me. 
Nothing to write, but hay the gy of thre. 
And I to ſuffre you lewdly to ly, y 
Of me, with your language full of vilany. 


Sicut nouocla acuta feciſti dolum, vbi. f. 


| [2 | Malicious tunges, though they haue no bones, 

Are ſharper then ſwordes, ſturdier then ſtones; 
- » 

L Lege phil-tratum de vita tyanei Apollonij. 

7 Sharper then rayſors. that ſhaue and cut throtes. 

More ſtinging then ſcorpions that ſtang Pharaotis 

1 Venenum aſpidum ſub labiis eerum. P. 

| | More venemous and much more virulent, 

Ihen an poyſoned tode, or any ſerpent. 


Quid peregrinis egemus exemplis, ad damęſtica 
recurramus. Oc. li. ille. | 


oth 8 
. A ² : 


= ouch tunges unhappy hath made great diuiſion. 
In!n realmes, in cities, by ſuche fals abuſion. 
Of fals fickil tunges, ſuche cloked colluſion. oj 
Hath brought nobil princes to extreme confuſion.” 


ö 3 


25 
* 
FFF 


(4) 


Quicguid lquantur vt effeminantur ita gan- 
tur. c. | : 


A 


| ö Somtime women were put in great blame, 

„ Men ſaid they could not their tunges atame. 

4 But men take upon theim nowe all the ſhame. 

| With A and Sklaundering make their tungs 
| 


= Novarum rerum cupidiſſimi. captatores. delats- 
| l| res. adulatores. inuigilatores, deliratores, &c. 


id genus li. ille. 
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bill For men be now tratlers and tellers of tales, ri 
4 What tidings at Totman, what newis in Wales? 


I! 
WH What ſhippis are failing to Scalis malis 
Lil! | And all is not worth a couple of nut ſhalis 
g But lering and lurking here and there like ſpies. 
The devil tere their tunges and pike out their ies. 
Then ren they with leſinges, and blow them about. 
With he wrate ſuch a bil withouten dout. 
With, I can tel you what ſuch a man faid, 
And you knew all, ye would be ill apayd. 


\— Ae 


De more vulpino gannientes ad aurem, fittas 
fabellas fabricant. Ii. ile, 
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In auſpicatum. male ominatum. infortunatum 
ſe fateatur habuiſſe horoſcopum quicunque ma- 
| ledixerit vati Pierio. S. L. SWO. 2 


But if that I knewe what his name hight, 
For clatering of me, I would him ſone quight. 

For his falſe lying, of that I ſpake neuer, 

I could make him ſhortly repent him for euer. 
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Al- 


1 (5) 
an- Although he made it neuer ſo tough, 
Ne might be ſure to haue ſhame ynough. 


Cerberus horrendo baratri latrands, ſub aniro; 
Te rodatque voret lingua doleſa ( Precor. ) 


A fals double tunge is more fiers and fell, 
Then Cerberus that cur couching in the kenel of hel 
Wherof hereafter, I thinke for to write, 


Of fals double | tunges in the diſpite. 


Recipit ſe ſcripturum opus ſantte, laudabi- 
le, acceptabile, memorabileque, 21 nimis hono- 
ificandum. 


Diſperdat dominns vniuerſa labia doloſa & 
| linguam mag niloguam. 
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Whiche gaue to me Yet is ſhe fayne 


I dare be bolde As my ſouerayne 


— x ——ů 2 — 


(6) 


Why were ye Calliope, 3 
embrawdred with letters of golde ? 


Shelton Laureate Orato. Reg. 
maketh this aunſwere. &c. 


6 Of her J holde 
As ye may ſe And her houſholde 
Regent is ſhe Though I waxe olde 
Of poetes al And ſomdele ſere 


The high degre Voyde of diſdayn 
Laureat to be. Me to retayne 
Of fame royall Her ſeruiture. 
Whoſe name enrolde With her certayne 
With filk and golde I wyll remayne 


Mm, > = Ao ty=_ » — 


Thus for to were Moſt of pleaſure. 


Maulgre touz malbeureux. 


Latinum 


(4.3 


Latinum carmen ſequitur. 


Cur tibi contexta eſt aurea Calliope ? 
Reſponſio ejuſdem yatis. 


Pierios lauro, radiante intexta ſub auro, 
Hlanc ego Pierius, tanto dignabor honore 
Dum mihi vita manet, dum ſpiritus hos regit artus 
Duamguam conficior ſenio marceſcoque ſenſim 
Ipſe tamen geſtare ſua hæc pia pignora certo, 
Aſſenſuque ſuo placidis parebo camenis 
Inclita Calliope & ſemper mea maxima cura eff. 


3 PAndida Calliope vatum regina, coronans 


Hwc Pierius omni Spartane liberior. 


CALLIOPE. 


Muſarum excellentiſſima, 
ſpecioſiſſima, formoſiſſima, 
Heroicis preeſt verſibus. 
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A Rredynge 
f The ſignes. xij. for to beholde a farre 
Whan Mars retrograunt reuerſed his backe 
Loorde of the yere in his orbicular 

"2 Put up his ſworde, for he coude make no warre 
And whan Lucina plenary dyd ſhyne 
Scorpion aſcendynge degrees twyſe nyne. 


"LY 
Wo. 


| Howl ing 
Now clere wether, fo 


All thing compaſled, no 
hut nowe in welthe, nowe in aduerſyte. 


9 
my ſyght towarde the zodiake 


So depely drowned I was in this durape 


Pncraumpysſhed ſo fore was my conceyte 
That me to reſt, I lent me to a ſtumpe | 
Of an oke, that ſomtyme e full ſtreyghte 
5 4 


A myghty tre and of a noble heyght 


Enſowked with ſylt of 
Where hartes belluyng emboſed with diſtres 
Ran on the raunge ſo longe, that I ſuppoſe 
Fewe men can tell where the hynde calfe goſe. 
Faire fal the forſter that ſo wel can bate his hounde 
hut of my purpoſe now turne we to the grounde. 


: Whoſe beaute blaſted was with the boyſturs winde 
1 His leaues loſte, the ſappe was from the rynde. 


Thus ſtode I in the bun foreſt of Galtres 
the m moie 


Whylis I ſtode muſynge. in this meditacion 


In ſlumbrynge I fell, and halfe in a ſlepe 
YU And wheth 
Or of humors ſuperflue, that often will crepe 
In to the brayne by W ouer depe 
5 


er it were of ymaginacion 


Or 
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Or it proceded of fatall perſwaſion 


I can nat tell you what was the occaſion 


But ſodaynly at ones as I me aduyſed 
(As one in a trans or in an extaly) - 

ſawe a pauylion wonderſly diſguiſed 
Garnysſhed fresſhe after my fantaſy 
Enhachyde with perle and ſtones preciouſſy 
The grounde engroſed and bet with bourne gold 
That paſſynge goodly it was to be holde 


Within that a princes excellente of porte * 
But to recounte her riche abilyment 
And what eſtates to her dyd reſorte 
Tberto am I full inſuffycient 
A goddeſſe immortall the dyd repreſent 
i As J harde ſaye Dame Pallas was her name 
i To whom ſupplyed the royall quene of fame. 


The quene of Fame to dame Pallas. 


| PR moſt puſant of hygh preeminence 
Renowned lady aboue the ſterry heuyn 
All other tranſcendynge of very congruence 
Madame regent of the ſciences feuyn 
To whoſe aſtate all nobleneſſe moſt lenen 
My ſuppitcacion to you I arrecte 
Wherof I beſeche you to tendre the effecte. 
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Nat unremembred it is unto your grace 
Howe ye gaue me a ryall commaundement 
That in my courte Skelton ſhulde have a place 
Bycauſe that he his tyme ſtudiouſly hath ſpent 
1 In your ſeruice : and to the accomplysſhement 
T8 Of your requeſt, regeſtred is his name 
With laureate triumphe in the courts of Fame 
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But good madame the accuſtome and vſage 
Of auncient poetes ye wote full wele hath bene 
Them ſelfs to embuſy with all their whole corage 
So that theyr workes myght famouſly be ſene- 
ln figure wherof they were the laurell grene 
But howe it is, Skelton is wunder ſlacke 
And as we dare we fynde in him a lacke. 


For ne were onely he hath your promocion 
Out of my bokes full ſoone 1 ſhulde hym raſe 
hut ſithe he hath taſted of the ſugred pocion 
Of Heliconis well: refresſhed with your grace 
And wyll nat endeuour hymſelfe to purchace 
The fauour of ladys with wordes electe 

It is ſyttynge that ye muſt hym correcte. 


Dame Pallas to the quene of Fame. 


: T HE ſum of your purpoſe as we are aduyſed 
L Is that our ſeruaunt is ſomewhat to dull 
2 Wherin this anſwere for hym we haue compriſed . 
ce ryuers ren nat till the ſprynge be full 


= Better a dumme mouthe than a brayneles ſcull 
For if he gloriouſly publysſhe his matter 
Than men will faye howe he doth but flatter. 


35 And if ſo him fortune to write true and plaine 
As ſomtyme he muſt vices remorde 5 
Than ſome wyll ſay he hath but lytell brayne N 
And how his wordes with reaſon will nat accorde 
Beware, for wryrying remayneth of recorde 
Diſpleaſe nat an hundred for one mannes pleaſure . 
Who wryteth wyſely hath a great treaſure. 


Alſo to furnysſhe better his excuſe - 
Ouide was banysſhed for ſuch a skyll, 
And many mo, whom I coude enduce, 4 
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Juuenal was thret parde for to kyll 

For A inuectiues: Yet wrote he none ll 
Sauynge he rubbed ſome vpon the gall, 

It was not for hym to abyde the triall. 


In general wordes I ſay nat greatly nay 
A poet ſomtyme may for his pleaſure taunt 


S in parables. howe the fox, the grey 
. 
Went with the pecocke agaynſt the feſaunt 


The leſarde came * age ſayd that he muſt 
Win helpe of the ram lay all in the duſt. 


Yet dyuerſe there be induſtriouſe of reaſon 
Som what wolde gadder in their coniecture 
Of ſuche an endarked chaptre ſome ſeaſon 
Howe be it, it were harde to conſtrue this leCture 
Sophiſticated craftely is many a confecture 
An other mannes mynde diffuſe is to expounde 
Yet harde is to make but- ſome faute be founde. 


The quene of Fame to dame Pallas. 


| M with fauor of your benigne ſuffraunce ; 


Unto your grace than make I this motiue 
| Wherto made ye me hym to auaunce 
Unto the rowme of laureat promotyue ? 

Or wherto ſhulde he haue the prerogative 

But yf he had made ſome memoriall 

Wherby he myght have a name immortall ? 


To paſſe the tyme in ſloughtfull ydelneſſe 
Of 9 hs it = 125 . 
But to do ſomwhat eche man doth hym dreſſe 
For howe ſhulde Cato els be called wyſe 

But that his bokes, which he dyd deuyſe 
Recorde the ſame? Or why is had in mynd 
Plato, but for that he lefte wrytynge behynde 


For 


Irc 


unce 


For men to loke on? Ariſtotille alſo 
Of philoſophers called the principal. 
Olde Diogines, with other many mo 
Demoſthenes that oratour royall 


That gaue Eſchines ſuche a cordiall 


That banisſhed was he through his propoſicion 
Agaynſt whom he coude make no contradiction. 


Dame Pallas to the quent of Fame. 


OFT ſyſter, and make there a pauſes 
And vn Enes rebuked as ye lay? - 


EZ Remembre you well, poynt well that clauſe 


Wherfore than raſed ye nat away 


His name? Or why is it I you praye, 


That he to your court is goynge and comm 


Sith he is thus blamed for defaute of counnyng? 


7% quene of Fame to dame Pallas. 


t Merge your appoſelle is well inferred | 


And at your auauntage quickely it is 


& Touched: and harde for to be barr 

et ſhall I anſwere your grace as in this 
With your reformacion if I ſay amis 
For but if your bounte dyd me aſſure - 
Myne argument els could nat longe endure 


As touchyng that Eſchines is remembred 
That he fo ſhulde be, me ſemeth it fyttynge 
All be it great parte he hath ſurrendred 

| Of his honour, whoſe diſſuaſyue in wryttynge * 
Jo corage Demoſthenes was moche excitynge 
n ſettynge out fresſhely his crafty perſuaſion '  / 
| From whiche Eſchines had none evafion ' * 


* 
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The cauſe why Demoſthenes fo famouſly is bruted N Sc 
Onely proceded, for that he did outray 80 
Eſchines : whiche was nat ſhamefully confuted 50 


But of that famous oratour I ſay f 

' Whiche paſſed all other: wherfore I ma 
Amonge my recordes ſuffre him named. 6þ >| 80 
For though he wer vanquiſhed yet was he nat ſhamed 


As Hierome in his mble frater Ambroſius ; Ez 
From that I haue ſayd in no poynt doth vary I 
Wherin he reporteth of the coragious . 


Wordes. that were moche conſolatory 
By Eſchines reherſed, to the great glory 


Of Demoſthenes, that was his utter fo 10 

Fewe ſhall ye fynde or none that will do ſo. | W 

. M 

Dame Pallas to the quene of Fame. | Fc 

A Thanke to haue ye haue well deſerued, | 8 
Your mynde ye can maynteyne ſo apparently | 


But a great parte yet ye haue reſeryed = 
QF har wn folow 8 0 
Or els ye demeane you inordinatly 5 
For if ye laude hym, whom honour hath oppreſt Ar 
Than he that dothe worſt is as good as the beſt. . 


But whom that ye favour, I ſe well hath a name I. 
Be he neuer ſo lytell of ſubſtaunce | = 
And whom ye loue nat, ye wyll put to ſhame 
Ye counterwey nat euynly your balaunce | 
As well foly as wyſdome oft ye do auaunce 
For reporte ryſeth many om" wayes | 
Some be moche ſpoken of for makyng of frayes 


Some haue a name for thefte and bribery 
Some be called crafty, that can pyke a purſe 
Some men be made of for their mockery | 


— 


Some 


Som careful cokolds, ſom haue their wiues curſe 
| Som famous witwoldes, and they be moche wurſe 
Som lidderons, ſom loſels, ſom naughty packes 
Som facers, ſom bracers, ſom make gret cracks. 


ruted 


| Some dronken daſtards with their drye ſoules. 
8 Some ſluggysſhe ſlouens that ſlepe day and night 
amed Ryot and Reuell be in your courte roules | 
ö . and Miſchefe theſe be men of myght 
$ Extorcion is counted with you for a knyght 
IF Theſe people by me haue none aſſignement 
Let they ryde and renne from Carlill to Kent. 


But lytell or nothynge ye ſhall here tell 5 
Of them that haue vertue by reaſon of counnyng 
| Whiche ſoueraynely in honoure ſhulde excell 
Men of ſuche matters make but mummynge 
For wyſdome and ſadneſſe be ſer out a ſunnyng 
And ſuche of my ſeruauntes as I haue promoted 
One faute or other in them ſhalbe noted | 


| Eyther they wyll ſay he is to wyſe 
| Or elles he x gat A but whan heis at ſcole 
| Prove his wytte ſayth he at cardes or dyce 
eſt | And ye ſhall well fynde he is a very fole 
| Twyſhe, ſet hym a chayer or reche him a ſtole 
| To ſyt hym upon, and rede Jacke a thrummis bibil 
For truly it were pite that he fat idyll. * 


The quene of Fame to dame Pallas. 


| TL rake repugnance againe that ye haue ſaid 

IJ Of very dutie it may nat well accorde 

But your benign ſuffrance for _ I laid 

For that I wolde nat with you fall at diſcorde 

But yet I beſeche your grace that good recorde 
3 May 
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: ( 16 ) 
May be brought forth ſuche as can be founde 
With laureat triumphe why Skelton ſhulde be crounde. 


For elles it were to great a derogacion 
Unto your palais our noble courte of Fame 
That any man vnder ſupportacion . = F 
Without deſeruing ſhulde haue the beſt game 3 Th 
If he to the ample encreace of his name 80 
Can lay any warkes that he hath compiled 8 

I am content that he be nat exiled FO by 


Wi 

From the laureat ſenate: by force of proſcripcion _ 
Or elles ye knowe well I can do no leſſe i 
But I muſt bannysſhe him from my iuriſdiction He 
As he that aqueynteth hym with Idelneſſe Na) 
But if that he purpoſe to make a redreſſe Ma 
What he hath done let it be brought to ſyght Fon 
Graunt my peticion, I aske you but ryght. FAtt 
Wit 

Dame Pallas to the quene of Fame. ; 


T O your requeſt we be well condiſcended 
Call forth, let ſe where is your clarionar 
To blowe a blaſte with his longe breth extended 
 Folus your trumpet that knowen is fo farre 
That bararag bloweth in every marciall warre 
Let hym blowe nowe, that we may take a vewe 
W hat poetes we haue at our retynewe. | 


To ſe if Skelton wyll put hym ſelfe in preaſe 
Among the thickeſt of all the hole route 
Make noiſe ynoughe, for claterars loue no peace 
Let fe my ſyſter, nowe {pede you, go aboute 
Anone I fay this trumpet were founde out 
And for no man hardely let hym ſpare 
To blowe bararag, tyll both his eien ſtare, 


Shel 


Shelton 


(17) 
Skelton Poeta. 


Orthe with there roſe among the throng 
A wonderfull noyſe, and on euery ſyde 
' Inez preſed in faſt, ſome thought thei were to long 
Some were to haſty, and wolde no man byde 
: Som whiſpred, ſom rowned, ſom ſpake, and ſom cride 
With heuyng and ſhouyng, haue in and haue out 
Some ran the next waye, ſome ran about. 


here was ſuynge to the quene of Fame 


Ne plucked him backe, and he went atore. 
Nay hold thy tunge quoth an other let me haue the 
Make rowme ſaid an other ye preſe all to ſore (name 
N 1 ſayd, holde thy peas you getteſt here no more 
A thouſande thou n I Los on a plumpe 

ö With that I harde the noyſe of a trumpe 


| That longe tyme blew a full tymorous blaſte 
Like to the Boriall wyndes, whan they blowe 
That towres, and townes, and trees downe caſt 
D roue clowdes together like dryftes of ſnowe 
The dredeful dinne droue all the route on a row 


people halfe peuisſh or men that were maſed 


| Anone all was whyſhte, as it were for the nones 


And eche man ſtode gaſyng and ſtaryng upon other 
With that there come in wonderly at ones 


\ murmur of minſtrels, that ſuche an other 
Hed I never ſene, ſome ſofter ſome lowder 
Orpheus the Thracian harped melodiouſly 
With Amphion, and other muſis of Archady. 


Whoſe heuenly armony was ſo paſſing ſure 
do truly proporcioned, and ſo well dyd gree 
o duly entuned with euery meaſure 


That 
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Som trembled, ſom girned, ſom gaſped, ſom gaſed 


(218) 
That in the foreſt was none ſo great a tre 
But that he daunced for ioye of that gle 
The huge myghty okes them ſelfe did auaunce 
And lepe from the hilles to lerne for to daunce 


In ſo muche the ſtumpe wherto I me lente 
Sterte all at ones an hundred fote backe 

With that I ſprange up towarde the tent 

Of noble dame Pallas, wherof I ſpake 

Where I awe came after I wote full litel lacke 
Of a thouſande poetes aſſembled to gether 

But Phebus was formeſt of al that came theder 


Of laurell leaues a cronell on his heed 
With heares encriſped yolowe as the golde 3 
Lamentynge Daphnes, whom with the darte of led 
Cupide hath ſtryken fo that ſhe ne wolde 
Concente to Phebus to haue his harte in holde 
But for to preſerue her maydenheed clene 
Transformed was ſhe into the laurell grene. 


Medled with murning the moſt part of his mule 
O thou gatfull harte, was euer more his ſonge 
Daphnes my derlynge why do you me refuſe ? 
Yet loke on me, that loued you haue fo longe 
Yet haue compaſſion vpon my paynes ſtronge 
He ſange alſo, howe the tre as he did take 
Betwene his armes he felte her body quake 


Than he aſſurded into this exclamacion 
Unto Diana the goddes immortall 
O merciles'madame harde is your conſtellacion 
So cloſe to kepe your cloyſter virginall 
Enharded adyamant the ſement of your wall 
Alas what ayle you to be ſo ouerthwart 
To banysſhe pite out of a maydens harte? 


Why 


(19 ) 
Why haue the goddes ſhewed me this crueltic 
Sith I contryued firſt principles medycinable 
4 [ helpe all other of their infirmyte 
But nowe to helpe my ſelfe I am not able 
[That profitteth all other is nothinge profitable 
Unto me, alas that herbe nor greſſe 
The feruent axes of loue can not repreſle. 


JO fatall fortune what haue I offended? 

Odious disdayne why raiſt you me on this facyon ? 
But fith I haue loſt nowe that I entended 

And may nat atteyne it by no mediacion 


All famous poets enſuynge after me 


f leed Shall weare a garlande of the laurell tre 


This ſaid, a great nombre folowed by and by 
Of poetes laureat of many diuerſe nacions 

Parte of their names I thynke to ſpecifie 

Firſt olde Quintilian with his Declamations 
Theocritus with his bucolicall relacions 
Heſiodus the Icononucar, 

ind Homerus the fresſhe hiſtoriar. 


| Prince of eloquence Tullius Cicero, 

ith Saluſt agaynſt Lucius Catiline 

That wrote the hiſtory of Jugurtha alſo, 

Ouide enſhryned with the Muſis nyne, 

But bleſſed Bacchus the pleaſant god of wyne 
Of cluſters engroſed with his ruddy flotes 

Theſe orators and poetes refresſhed their throtes. 


Lucan with Stacius in Achilliedos 
+ crleus preſed forth with problemes diffuſe 
gil the Mantuan with his eneidos 


Wiy 


et in remembraunce of Daphnes transformation 
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Juvenall ſatirray that men makythe to muſe 


But bleſſed Bacchus the pleaſant god of wyne 
Of cluſters engroſed with his ruddy flotes 


Theſe orators and poetes refresſhed their throtes 


— 
There Titus Liuius hym ſelfe dyd auaunce 

With decadis hiſtorious which that he mengleth F 
With waters the amount the Romayns in ſubſtaunce, Þ 
Ennius that wrote of marciall warre at | 
But bleſſed Bacchus potenciall god of ſtrengthe 

Of cluſters engroſed with his ruddy dropes 

Theſe orators and poetes refresſhed their throtes, 


Aulus Gellius that noble hiſtoriar, 
Orace alſo with his newe poetry 
Maiſter Terence the famous comicar, 
With Plautus that wrote many a comedy 


But bleſſed Bacchus was in their company 


Of cluſters engroſed with his ruddy dropes 
Theſe orators and poetes refresſhed their throtes. 


Senec full ſobrely with his tragedies, 
Boece recomforted with his philoſophie, 
And Maximiane with his c ditics, 


Howe dotynge age wolde iape with yonge foly 


But bleſſed Bacchus moſt reuerent and holy 
Of cluſters engroſſed with his ruddy dropes 
Theſe orators and poetes refresſhed their throtes. 


There came John Boccas with his volumes grete 


Quintus Curſius full craftely that wrate 


Of Alexander: And Macrobius that did treate 

Of Scipions dreame what was the true probate 
But bleſſed Bacchus that neuer man forgate 

Of cluſters engroſed with his ruddy dropes 4 
Theſe orators and poetes refresſhed their throtes. 


Pogl 
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(21 ) 


Pogius alſo that famous Florentie 
R Muſtred there among them with many a mad tale 
With a frere of Fraunce men call ſyr e 
es : That frowned on me full angerly and pale 
But bleſſed Bacchus, that bote is of all bale 
Of cluſters engroſed with his ruddy dropes 
bet orators and poetes refresſhed their throtes. 


Plutarke and Patrarke two famous clarkes 
e | þ acitius and Valerius Maximus by name 
With Vincentius in ſpeculo that wrote noble · warkes 
, Propercius and Piſandros poetes of noble fame 
But bleſſed Bachus that maſtriſe oft doth frame 
Of cluſters engroſed with his ruddy dropes 
. heſe notable poetes refresſned their throtes. 


And as I thus ſadly among them aduyſed 

| aw Gower, that firſt garnisſhed our engliſhe rude 
And maiſter Chaucer, that nobly entrepriſed 

How that our engliſhe myght freſhely be ennewed 
The monke of Bury than after them enſued 

Pane Johnn Lydgate: theſe engliſhe poetes thre 
I ymagened repayred unto me. 


Together in armes as bretherne enbraſed 

[heir apparell farre paſſing beyond that I can tell 
Vith diamantes and rubies their taberdes were traſed 

one ſo riche ſtones in Turkey to ſell 

hey wanted nothynge but the Laurell. 

ind of their bounte they made me goodly chere 

d maner and forme as ye ſhall after here. 


tes. 


Maiſter Gower to Skelton, 


D Rother Skelton your endeuorment 
So haue ye done, that meretoriouſly 
| aye deſerued to haue an — 


In our collage aboue the ſterry skye 
Bycauſe that ye encreaſe and amplifie 
The bruted Britons of Brutus Albion 
That welnere was loſt whan that we were gone. {WC 
TH 1 


Poeta Skelton to Maiſter Gander. 


Aiſter Gower I haue nothyng deſerued 
0 To haue ſo laudabyle a commendacion 
To yow thre this honor ſhalbe reſerued 
Arrectinge vnto your wyſe examinacion 
How all that I do is vnder Refformation 
For only the Subſtance of that I entend 

Is glad to pleaſe and loth to offend. 


Maiſter Chaucer Lawreat poete to Skelton. 


8 your buſy diligence 
Of that we beganne in the ſupplement 


Enforced are we you to recompence 

Of all our holle collage by the agrement 
That we ſhall brynge you perſonally preſent 
Of noble Fame before the Quenes Grace 
In whoſe courte poynted is your place. 


Poeta Shelton anſiuereth. 


O Noble Chaucer, whoſe pullisſhed eloquence 
Our Engliſhe rude ſo freſhely hath ſet out 
That bounde are we with all due reuerence 

With all our ſtrengthe that we can bryng about her 
To owe to you our ſeruice, and more if we movte NM har 
But what ſhulde I ſay, ye wote what I entende ce 
Whiche glad am to pleaſe, and loth to offende. Al or 
| th 


Mail 


"BP" 
Maiſter Lydgate to Skelton. 


5 87 am I prevented of my bretherne twayne 
On rendrynge to you thankes meretory 
That welnere nothynge there doth remayne 
Wherwith to gyue you my regraciatory 
But that I poynt you to be protonotory 
Of Fames courte, by all our holle aſſent 
L FAuunced by Pallas to laurell preferment. 


Porta Skelton anſwereth. 


(oO haue ye me far my merites extolled 
4 8 Maiſter i dgate La. je ices i 
Bounte, and fo gloriouſly ye haue enrolled 
. My name. I knowe well beyonde that I am able 
That but if my warkes therto be agreable 
lam elles rebuked of that I entend | 
Wbiche glad am to pleaſe and loth to offende 


| So finally, whan they had ſhewed their deuiſe 
t Under the forme as I ſayd before . 
made it ſtraunge, and drewe backe ones or twiſe 
And euer they preſed on me more and more 

Tyll at the laſt they forced me fo ſore 

Chat with them I went where they wold me bringe 
Unto the pavylion, where Pallas was ſyttyng 


quence 
t Out 


e 
about 


\crye anone forthwith ſhe made proclame 
U orators and poetes ſhoulde thider go before 
th all the preaſe that there was leſſe and more. 


Forth- 
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Forthwith I fay : thus wandring in my thought 
Howe it was, or elles within what howres 
I cannat tell you, but that I was brought 
Into a palace, with turrettes and towres 
Engalared goodly with halles and bowres Of 
So curioſly, ſo craftly, ſo counnyngly wrought Sor 
That all the worlde I trowe and it were ſought Of 


ro 
Brauch an other there could no man fynde Son 
Wherot partly I purpoſe to expounde Son 
Whiles it remayneth fresſhe in my mynde 
With Turks and groſſolites enpaued was the grouniſ} N 
Of birral enboſed were the pyllers round The 
Of elephantes tethe were the palace gates lt i 
Enloſenged with many goodly plates 1 [ 
c 
Olf gold; entached with many a precious ſtone Son 
An hundred ſteppes mountynge to the halle Son 
One of 1aſper, an other of whales bone, 
Of diamantes poynted, was the rokky wall. \ 
The carpettes within and tappettes of pall Ane 
The chambres hanged with clothes of Arace An 
Enuauted with rubies the vaute was of this The 


Thus paſſed we forth. walkyng unto the preton Gor 


W uber thepoftiswerenbulioned with ſaphirs indy bei 505 


Englaſed glitteryng with many a clere ſtory 


lacinctes and ſmaragdes out of the florth they gre. - 


Unto this place all poetes there dyd ſue of 
Wherin was ſet of Fame the noble quene Th 
All other tranſcendyng moſt richely beſene Wi 

Under a glorious clothe of eſtate | Ang 
Fret all with orient perles of Garnate Ty] 


Encrowned as empreſſe of all this worldly fate Vnt 
So ryally, ſo richely, fo paſſyngly ornate 
It was excedynge beyonde the commune rate 1 ( 


ught 


3 ſtone 


pretor 
dy ble\ 


y or evi, 


te 


is houſe enuiron was a myle about 


If xii. were let in. xii, hundred ſtode without 
Than to this lady and ſouerayne of this palace 


Of purſeuantes there preſed in with many divers tale 
Some were of Poyle, and ſome were of Thrace 


Of Lymerik, of Lorein, of Spaine, of Portugale _ 
From Napuls, from Nauern, and from Rounceuale 


Some from Flaunders, ſome from the ſee coſte 


Some from the maine lande, ſome from the French hoſt.” 


With how doth the north, what tydinges in the ſouth 


The weſt is wyndy, the Eelt is metely wele 


It is harde to tell of euery mannes mouthe 
A ſlypper holde the tayle is of an ele 
And he halteth often that hath a kyby hele 


Some ſhewed his ſafe conduct, ſome ſhewed his chart 


Some loked ful ſmothely, and had a fals quart. 


With Sir I praye you a litell tyne ſtande backe 
And let me come in to delyuer my letter 2 
An other tolde, howe ſhyppes went to wracke 
There were many wordes ſmaller and greatter 
With I as good as thou, I faith and no better, 
Some came to tell treuthe, ſome came to lye. 
Some came to flatter, ſome came to ſpye, | 


There were I faye of all maner of ſortes 4 
Of Dertmouth, of Plymouth, of Porteſmouth alſo - 
The burgeis and the bayliues of the v. portes 
With nowe let me come, and nowe let me go 
And all tyme wandred I thus, to and fro, 


Tyll at the laſte theſe noble poetes thre 


Vnto me ſayd, lo Syr nowe ye may ſe, 


Of this hyghe courte the dayly buſynes 
From you muſt we, nn 1 
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Lo hither cometh a goodly maiſtres 
Occupacion, Fames regeſtary. 

Which ſhal be to you a ſouerayne acceſſary 
With ſin pleaſures to dryue away the tyme 
And we ſhall ſe you agayne or it be pryme. 


W ban they wer paſt, and went forth on their w 1 / 
This gentilwoman, 4 ＋ was by name For 
Occupacion, in ryght y aray/e II Em 
Came towarde me, and ſmy led halfe in game. To. 
I fawe her ſmyle, and than I dyd the ſame Con 
With that on me ſhe caſt her goodly loke And 
Vnder her arme me thought ſhe had a boke. 13 

| Occupation to Skelton. LL de 
Ta K E as the larke vpon the ſomers daye To 
Whan Titan radiant burniſheth his bemes bright To 
Mounteth on hye, with hir melodius laye I é Por 
Of the ſon ſhyne engladed with the lyght Wo 


So am] ſuppriſed with pleaſure and delyght 
Jo ſe this houre nowe, that I may ſaye 
Howe ye are welcome to this court of araye 


Of eyntaunce I was in tymes paſte 
Of odious doctrine whan at as ent ſalu 
Ye fyrſt arryued, whan broken was your maſte 
Of worldly truſt, than dyd I you reskew 
Your ſtorme dryuen ſhyp I repared newe 
So well entacled, what wynde ſo euer blow 
No ſtormy tempeſt your barge ſhall overthrow 


Welcome to me as hertly as herte can thinke, 
Welcome to me with all my holle deſyre 
And for my fake ſpare neyther pen nor ynke 
Be well aſſured I ſhall aquyte your byre. 
Xour e xecountyng beyonde the land of Tire 
EE | , From 


ne 


ir way Þ 


bright 


te 


[ire 
From 
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From Sydony to the mount Olympian 
From Babyll towre to the hils Caſpian. 


Skelton Poeta anfwereth. 


Thanked her moche of her moſt noble offer 
1 Affiaunſynge her myne hole aſſuraunce 
For her pleaſure to make a large profer 
Empryntyng her wordes in my remembraunce = 
To owe her my ſeruice with true perſeueraunce 
Come on with me ſhe ſayd, let vs nat ſtande 
And with that worde ſhe toke me by the hande 


So paſſed we forth into the forſayd place. 
With ſuch communicacion as came to our mynde 
And than ſhe ſayd, whyles we haue time and ſpace 
To walke where we lyſt, let vs ſomwhat finde 

Jo paſſe the time with. but let vs waſt no 

For ydell janglers haue but lytell brayne 

Wordes be ſwordes and harde to call agayne 


Into a felde the brought me wyde and large 
Enwalled about with the ſtony flynt 
| Strongly enbateld muche coſtious of charge 
To walke on this wal, ſhe bed I fhould natſtint 
Go foftly ſhe ſaid, the ſtones be full glynt 
She went before and bad me take good holde 
1 ſawe a thouſande yates newe and olde 


Than queſtioned I her what theſe yates ment, 
Waerto ſhe anſwered, and briefly me tolde 

Howe from the Eft vnto the Occident 

Ard from the South vnto the North fo colde, 

Theſe yates ſhe ſaid, whiche that ye beholde 

e iſſues and portes from all maner of nacions 

And ſeriouſly ſhe ſhewed me their denominacions. 


C 2 They 
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They had wrytynge ſome Greke, ſome Ebrew, 
Some Romayne letters as I vnderſtode | 
Some were olde writen, ſome were writen new, 


Some carectis of Caldy, ſome French was ful gol 


But one gate ſpecially, where as I ſftode 
Had grauen in it of Calcidony a capitall. A. 
What gate call ye this? and he ſayd Anglia 


The buyldyng therof was paſſing commendable 
W _ ſtode a lybbard crowned with gold and 
=. 
Terrible of countinaunce, and paſling formidable 
As quickly touched as it were fleſhe and bones 
As gaſtly that glaris, as grimly that gronis 


As fierſly frownyng as he had ben fyghtynge 


Cacofinthicon ex induſtria. 
Formidanda nimis Touts ultima fulmina tollis 
Vrguibus ire parat loca fingula liui da curuis 
Quam modo per Phebes nummos raptura Celemo; 
Arma, lues, luctus, fel, uis fraus barbara tellus 
Mille modis erras odium tibi querere martis. 
Spreto ſpineto cedat ſaliunca roſeto. 


HAN I me lent and loked ouer the wall 
Innumerable people preſed to every gate 
Shet were the gates, they might wel knocke and ca 
und turne home agayn, for they came al to late 

{ her demaunded of them and their aſtate 
EForſothe quoth ſhe, theſe be haskardes and rybaude 
Dicers, carders, tumblars with gambaudes. 


Fordrers of loue, with baudrie aqueynted 
Brayneles blynkardes that blowe at the cole 
Falſe forgers of money for coynnage erated, 
| | os a | Ps 
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5 ope holy hypocrites as they were golde and hole, 
*FPoule hatchettes that prate well at euery ale pole 
pot, reueler, rayler, brybery, thefte, | 


ew, ith other condicions that well might be lefte. 
ew, Some fayne themſelf foles, and wold be called wyſe 
I good Some medling ſpies, by craft to grope thy minde 


some diſdaynous daucockes that al men diſpiſe 
Falſe flatterers that faune the, and curres of kynd 


I Fut ſpeke faire before the, and ſhrewdly bebynde 
Licher they come crowding to get them a name 
xy But hayled they be homwarde with forow and ſhame. 


With that I herde gunnes ruſhe out at ones 

| Bowns, bowns, bowns, that all they out cryde 

es lt made ſome limpe legged and broiſed their bones 
Some were made pyuythe porisſhly pynke eyde 

I Tphat euermore after by it they were 1 7 

vriting, B And one ther was there, I wondred of his hap 
For a gunſtone I fay had all to lagged his cap. 


is | Raggedand dagged and cunnyngly cue 
FF The blaſt of the brymſton blew away his 

m; | _—_ as a marche quad meſs yu a ſcut 

Ti ] ir amonge all me ſawe twayne 

hy one was a tumblar that afterward agayne 

Of a dyſſour a deuyll way grewe a ienti | 

| Pers prater the ſeconde that quarelles began 


, With a pellet of peuiſhenes thei had ſuch a ſtroke 
and ci That al the dayes of their lyf ſhal ſtick by their ribbes 
late Foo, foiſty baudias ſom ſmelled of the {moke = 
10 | ſaw diuers that were caried away thens in cribbes 
yas WY Daſyng after dotrels lyke drunkardes that dribbes 
IF Theſe tintiuils with taunpins were touched andtapped 
Moche miſchef I hight you among them ther happed 


C 3 Somtyme 


Hut wel may ye thinke. I was nothyng prowde 
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Somtyme as it ſemeth whan the mone lyght 
By meanes of a groſcly endarked clowde, 
Scdainly is eclipſed in the wynter nyght 
In like maner of wyſe, a myſt dyd vs ſhrowde 


Of that auentures, whiche made me ſore agaſte 
In darkenes thus dwelt we, tyll at the laſt 


The clowdes gon to clere, the miſt was rarified 
In an herber I ſawe brought where I was 

There byrdes on the brere ſange on euery ſyde 

With aleys enſanded about in compas 

The bankes enturfed with ſingular ſolas 

Enrailed with roſers, and vines engra 

It was a new comfort of ſorowes eſcaped 


In the middes a cundite, that curiouſly was caſt 
With pypes of golde, engusſhyng out ſtreames 
Of criſtall, the clerenes theſe waters far paſt 


Enſwimmyng with roches, barbils, and breames Þ|F 
Whoſe skales enſilured again the ſon beames 05 
Engliſterd : that ioyous it was to beholde 4 
Than farthermore about me my ſight I reuolde e 

| | Of 
Where I ſawe growyng a goodly laurell tre lm 
Enuerdured with leaue, continually grene, Ar 


Aboue in the top a byrde of Araby 

Men call a phenix: her wynges bytwene 6 
She bet vp a fyre with the ſparkes full kene 4A 
With braunches and boughes of the ſwete olyue Þ A 
Whoſe flagraunt flower was chefe preſeruatiue. | A 


| | UI 
Ageynſt all infections, with rancour enflanect 1 
Ageinſt all baratous broiſiours of olde | 80 


It paſſed all bawmes that euer were named 


Or 
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Jor gummes of Saby fo derely that be ſolde 

Frnere blewe in that garden a ſoft piplyng colde 
Enbrethyng of Zephirus with his pleaſant wynde 
Al frutes and flowres grewe there in their kynde. 


317 


] D ryades there daunſed vpon that goodly ſoile 

> 2 With the nyne muſes Pierides by name 
"2 Phillis and Teſtalis there treſſes with oyle | 
were newly enbybed : and rounde about the ſame . 

eg Grene tre of laurell, moche ſolacious game | 


I They made with chapplettes and garlandes grene 
3 And formeſt of al Dame Flora the quene 


Of ſomer fo formally ſhe foted the daunce , 

T ber Cintheus ſat twinklyng vpon his harpeſtringes 

And Jopas his inſtrument dyd auaunce N 
The poemes and ſtories auncient in brynges 

Of Athlas aſtrology, and many noble thynges 

caſt - : 5 

Of wandryng of the mone the courſe of the ſon 
Of men and of beſtes, and whereof they begone, 


What thyng occaſioned the ſhowres of rayne 
Of fyre elementar in his ſupreme ſpere *4 
And of that pole artike, whyche doth remayne 

| Behynde the tayle of Vrſa fo clere 

| Of Pliades he preched with their drowſy chere 

| Immoyſtred with miſlyng and ay droppyng dry 
And where the two trions a man ſhoulde eſpye. 


| And of the wynter dayes that hye theym ſo faſt 
And of the wynter nyghtes that tary ſo longe 
and of the ſomer dayes, fo longe that done laſte 
And of their ſhort nightes : he brought in his ſonge 
How wronge was no right, and right was no wrong. 
I There was counteryng of carols in meter and in uerſe 
do many, that longe it were to reherce. 


Or e . Ob. 
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Occnpacion to Shelton. 2 
HN fay ye? is this after your appetite ? 4 
4 I May this content you and your mery mynde? Þ 
Here dwelleth pleafure, with luſt and delyte 1% 
Continuall comfort here ye may fynde 1 
Of welthe afid ſolace nothynge lefte behynde [ito 
All thynge couenably here is contryued Of; 
Wherwith your ſprites may be reuyued. Pio 
Porta Shelton anſiuereth. He: 


Weſtionles no doubte of that ye ſaye 7 
Jupiter himſelfe this life myght endure 172 
This — excedeth all worldly ſport and playe : 


Paradyſe, this place is of ſyngular pleaſure : 
O well were hym that herof might be ſure 7 
And here to inhabite, and aye for to dwell Li... 
But goodly mayſtres one thynge ye me tell. Fab 
Occupation to Shelton. Eris 
P your demaunde ſhew me the content A 7 
What it is, and where vpon it ſtandes [<a 
And if there be in it any thynge ment, Hin. 
Wherof the anſwere reſtyth in my handes = 
It ſhall be loſed ful fone out of the bandes Lab 


Of ſcrupulus doubt wherfore your mid diſcharge 
And of your will the playnnes ſhewe at large 


Porta Shelton anfwereth. 


thanke you goodly maiſtres to me moſt benign 
That of your bountie ſo well haue me aſſured 
But my requeſt is nat fo great a thynge 
That I ne force what thoughe it be diſcured 
Lam nat wounded but that I may be cured 


I am 


Of Laurel. 
am nat laden of lyddyrnes with lumpes 
Is daſed doterdes that dreame in their dumpes. 


Oceupacion to Skelton, 


* - 


de? 


| God gyue you good yere ye make me to ſmyle 
Nowe by 2 fiyth is ad this theffect 
Of your queſtion ye make all this whyle 

To vnderſtande who dwelleth in pile 
And what blundrer is yonder that payth ddd aa 
He fyndeth falſe meſures out of his fonde fiddill 


% 


i uerpolata (que induſtrioſum poſtulat interpre- 
* tem) ſatyra in uatts adverſartum. 


* Treſſis Agaſonis ſpectes prior, altera Daui. 
Aucupium — 4 fo LN. ocellum. 
Concipit. aligeras rapit, opetit, 0 muſcas. 

Maia quogue fouet, fourt aut que Iupiter, aut que 
Trigida Saturnus, Sol, Mars, Venus, Algida Luna, 
i tibi contingat uerbo aut committere ſcripto 

Juam ſibi max tacita ſudant precordia culpa? 

Hinc ruit in flammas, flimulans hunc urget & illum 
huscat ad rixas, uanos tamen excitat ignes. 

Labra uu tacitus, rumpantur ut ilia Codro. 


17., 4. 7. 2. 17. 5. 18. 
18. 19. 1. If: 9. . 12. 
[FE name for to knowe if that ye lyſt 
11 Enuious rancour truly he hight 
Beware of him I warne you: foi ene 
is lyght 


How dangerous it were to ſtande in . 
n 
C5 
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For by his deuillisſhe drift and graceles proviſion 
An holle realme he is able to ſet at dyuiſion. 


For whan he ſpeketh faireſt than thinketh he moſt il | To 
Ful gloriouſſy can he gloſe, thy mynd for to fele Wit 
He wyl ſett men a feighting and ſyt himſelfe ſtyl! I The 
And ſmerke lyke a ſmythy cur at ſperkes of ſtele God 
He can neuer leaue warke whyles it is wele 5 


To tell all his touches it were to great wonder : 8 
The deuyll of hell and he be ſeldome aſonder wy 


Thus talking we went forth in at a poſtern gate, I Wir 
Turning on the right hande, by a wynding ſtayre I , 
She brought me to a goodly chambre of aſtate, | Gre 
Where the noble Countes of Surrey in a chaire 


Sate honorably, to whom dyd repayre BF, 
Of ladyes a Beuy, with all dewe reverence FF. 
Syt downe fayre ladyes and do your diligence Wu 
? | | INS + In r 

Come forth gentilwomen 11 pray you ſhe ſaid f Wi 

J baue contryued for you a goodly warke ' Ane 
And who can worke beſt nowe ſhalbe aſſayd ro 


A cronell of laurell with vergures light and darke 
b haue deuiſed for Skelton my clerke 
For to his ſeruice I haue ſuche regarde 


That of our bountie we wyll hym rewarde. 


For of all ladyes he hath the library 

Their names recountyng in the court of Fame 

Of all gentylwomen he hath the ſcruteny 

In Fames oourte reportyng the ſame 

For yet of women he neuer ſayd ſhame 

But if they were countrefettes that women them call 


Thar liſt of their lewdneſſe with him for to bral. 
«ä | i 5 Wich 
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With that the tappettes and carpettes were layde- 
Wheron theſe ladyes ſoftely myght reſt RR 
 EThe ſaumpler to ſowe on, the laces to enbrayde 

moſt i ¶ To weaue in the ſtole ſome were full preſt 

fele J With flaies, with tauels, with hedelles wel dreſt 

ſtyl : The frame was brought forth with his weauing pin 
ele [God giue them good ſpede their warke to begin. - 


4 Some to enbrowder put them in preaſe 

r Wel gyding their glotton to kepe ſtreight their filk, 
Some pyrlyng of golde their worke to encreſe 

ate ! With fingers ſmale, and handes as white as mylk 

2 With reche me that skayne of tewly ſylke 

And wynde me that botoume of ſuche awhewe- 

y | Grene, red, tawney, whyte, purple, and blewe, 


Of broken warkes wroght many a goodly thing 
In caſtyng, in turnyng, in florisſhing of. lowres 
With burres rowgh and buttons ſurffyllyng 
In nedyll warke rayſyng byrdes in bowres 

1 | With uertue enbeſed all tymes and howres 
And truly of theyr bountie thus were 155 bent 

1 Jo worxe me this chaplet, by good aduiſement. 

| Occupacion to Skelton. 


Eholde and ſe in your aduertiſement, 
Howe theſe ladies and gentylwomen all 
| For your pleaſure do theyr endeuourment 
And for your fake, howe faſt to warke they full 
| To your remembraunce wherfore ye mult call 
ln goodly wordes pleaſauntly compriſed — | 
That for them ſome goodly conceyte be deuiſed. 
call. With propre captacions of benevolence 
al. Omately pullyſhed after your faculte | 
vin | ech ye muſt nedes afforce it by pretence— 
I WL 9 Of 
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Of your profeſſion vnto humanite 

Commenſyng your proces after their f 

To eche of oem rendring thankes eommendable Wh 
| With ſentence fructuous, and termes couenable. Of 


Porta Skelton n : 7 
M Uanſyng my ſelfe fome thanke to deferue Tha 
A I me determyned for to ſharpe my pen Ma 
Denoutly arrectyng my prayer to Minerue Wh 
She to vouche ſafe me to enforme and ken E Wh 
To Mercury alſo hertely prayed I then Of 


Me to Fw tr yn to helpe, and to aſſyſt 


To gyde and to gouerne my dredful trembling ſiſt 
To 

As a mariner that amaſed is in a ſtormy rage ; Du 

Hardly be ftad and dryuen is to hope | Of 

Of chat the tempeſtous wynde will aſwage 801 

In truſt wherof comfort his heart doth grope | Wh 

From the anker he cutteth the gabill rope Of 


Committeth al to God, and letteth his ſhip ryde 
* now to be my gyde. 


Ta the right noble Countes of Surrey. 


Frer all duly ordred obeyſaunce 

In humble wyſe as lowely as I maye 
Vnto you madame I make reconiſaunce 
My lyfe enduryng I ſhall both wryte and faye 
Recounte, reporte, reherſe without delaye 
The paſſynge bountie of your noble eſtate 
Of honour and worſhip which hath the formar date. ( 


For 
 Lyke to Argiua by iuſt reſemblaudce Te 
The noble — 4 The of olimites Kynge - "ma 


Prudent Rebecs, of hom — * Of 


1 


| Of Lawrell. uy 37 
[The bible maketh, with whoſe chaſte lyuynge 
# Your noble demenour is counterw 


aynge 
* Whoſe paſſing bounte, and right noble eſtate 
Of honour and worſhyp it hath the former date. 


The noble Pamphilia Quene of the Grekes land 
Habilimentes royall founde out induſtriouſſy 

© Thamer alſo wrought with her goodly hande 
Many diuiſes paſſynge curiouſly 

Whom ye repreſent and exemplify 

| Whoſe paſſynge bounte and right noble eſtate, 
Of honour and worſhip it hath the formar date, 


fit As dame Thamaris whiche toke the Kyng of Perſe, 
Cyrus by name, as writeth the ſtory. 
Dame Agrippina alſo I may reherſe 
Of gentill corage the parfite memory 
So ſhall your name endure perpetually | 
| Whoſe paſſynge bounte and right noble eſtate 
| Of honour and worſhip it hath the formar date. 


To my Lady Eliſabeth Howard. 


O be your remembraunce madame I am bounde 
Lyke to Aryna maydenly of porte 5 
Of vertue and connyng the well and perfit grounde 
Whom dame nature, as well I may reporte 
Hath freſhely enbeautied with many a goodly ſorte 
Of womanly fetures, whoſe floriſhing tender age 


ls luſty to oke on, pleſaunt, demeure, and ſage 


date. Goodly Creſeid: fayrer than Polyxene 
For to enuyne ne Dur yp appetite 
Troilus I trowe, whe Iain el tan 
In you he wolde haue ſet his holle delyte 
Of all your beaute I ſuffice nat to write | 


— 
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But as I ſayd your florisſhyng tender age . 
Is luſty to loke on, pleaſaunt, demure, and ſage. 


To my Lady Mirriall Hawarde. : U 

Mz lytell lady I may nat leaue behynde : 
| But to do you ſeruice nedes nowe I muſt 7 Ent 
Benigne curteyſe of gentill harte and mynde : ls 0 
Whom fortune and fate playnly haue diſcuſt 3 


Longe to enioye pleaſure, delyte, and luſtt, 
The enbudded bloſſoms of roſes redde of hewe .- The 


With lilies white your beauty doth renewe. ; 25 
Compare you I may to Cidippes the mayde The 
That of Aconcius whan ſhe founde the byll Enb 
In her boſome, lorde howe ſhe was afraydſe ls o 
The ruddy ſhamefaſtnes in her vyſage fyll B 
Which maner of abasſhement became her not yii Wit 
Right ſo madame the roſes redde of hewe In y 
With lillyes whyte your beautie doth rene ve. [Be \ 
$7 V 

To my Lady Anne Dakers of the South. Yeu 

| nb 


ff foi that enpictured fayre Helene the Quene II of 
4 You to deuile his craf.e were to ſexe * 
And if Apelles, your countenaunce had ſene 
Of porturature, which was the famous Greke 


He could not deuiſe the leſt point of your chexe WM Ve 
Princes of youthe and flowre of goodly porte 11853 
Uertue, counnyng, ſolace, pleaſure, comforte. My! 

Paregall in honour vnto Penelope %, 
That for her trouth is in remembraunce had! ß Gon 
Fayre Dianira ſurmountynge in beautie To. 
Demure Diana womanly and fad x 


Whoſe luſty lokes make heuy hartes glad 


Princes of youthe, and flowre of goodly porte 0 1 
Uertue, counnyng, ſolace, pleaſure, comforte. 7 Ende 
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D maiſtres Margary IWentworthe. 
rgerain gentill 


W The flowre of goodly hede 
Enbrowdered the mantyll 
B of your: maydenhede, 


1 I can nat gloſe 


Ve be as I deuyne 


The praty primeroſe 
The goodly columbyne. | 

With margerain gentill e e 
y hede 2 


The flowre of 


Enbrowdered the mantill 
s of your maydenhede 


Benygne, courtei 
With wordes well deuyſed 


ſe, and meke, 


In you who lyſt to ſeke 


Be vertues well compryſed. 


* 
v 
52 


With margerain gentill 


: The flowre of goodly hede 
Enbrowdered the mantill 
B of your maydenhede. 


To maiftres Margaret Tylney; 


J you aſſure 


Your name to ſe 


1 Ful well I knowe, It be enrolde. 


My buſy cure 
Jo you I owe 
Humbly and lowe 


Commendyng me 


To your bounte. 
As Machareus 
Fayre Canace 
SI, I wys 
7; HHadeuoure me 


3 


Writen with golde 
| Phedra ye may 
Well repreſent 

Intentyue ay 
And diligent _ 
No tyme myſpent 
Wherfore delyte 
J tave to wryte 


Of Margarite 
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Your goodly name. 
Truſte me ententyuely 


The ruddy roſary, 
Ihe praty ſtrawbery, 


Perle orient Madame regent 
Lode ſterre of lyght E maye you call 


Moche relucent Of vertues all. 
To maiftres Jane Blenner-Haiſer. 


HAT thoughe my penne ware faynt 
And hath ſmalle luſt to paynt * 
Vet ſhall there no reſtraynt 

Cauſe me to ceaſe, 

Amonge this preaſe 

For to encreaſe 


I wyll my ſelfe applye 


You for to ſtellifye 
And ſo jv orgy 
That ye ne ſwarue 
For to deſerue 
Immortal fame. | 
Sith maiſtres Iane Haiſet 
Small flowres helpte to ſette 
In my goodly chappeler 
Therfore I rendre, of her the memorie 
Vnto the legende of fayre Leodomie. 


To maiftres Iſabell Pennell. 


BY ſaynt Mary my lady 
Your mammy and your dady 
Brought forthe a goodly baby 


My mayden Ifabell, * 


Reflarynge roſabell. 


The flagraunt cammamell, All, 
The ſouerayne roſemary 
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The columbyne, the nepte, 
The ieloffer well ſette, | 


The propre violet. 


Ennewed your colowre 

Is lyke the = flowre, 

After the Aprile ſhowre. 

Sterre of the morowe graye, 

The bloſſome on the ſpraye, 

The fresſheſte flowre of Maye. 
Maydenly demure, 

Of woman hede the lure, 

Wherfore I make you ſure, 

lt were an heuenly helthe, 

© It were an endleſſe welthe, 

A lyfe for God hyraſelfe, 

| To here this nyghtyogale 

Amonge the byrdes ſmale, 

h ay in the vale 

dg, nu, ug,, 

Good yere and good hake, 
With chucke, chucke, chucke, chucke; 


* 


e 
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To maiſtres Margaret Huſſty. 


A { Irry Margaret Her demenynge 

| Melder flowre In euery thynge 

Gentyll as faucoun Par, far 

Or hauke of the towre That I can endite 

With ſolace and glad- Or ſuffice to write 

nes Of mirry Margarete 
Moch mirth and no mad- As mydſomer flowre 

nes | Gentill as faucoun 

All good and no badnes Or hauke of the towre 

So ioyouſly N As pacient and as ſtyll 

So maydeijl ß And as ful of Wi 

So womanly As fayre Iſiphil 
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Coliander | Erſt that ye can fynde 

Swete pornaunder So curteiſe ſo kynde 

Good Caſſander As mirry Margarete 
Stefaſt of thought This mid ſomer flowre 

Wel made, wel wroght Gentyll as faucoun 

Far may be ſought Or hauke of the towre. Tha 


To maiſtres Geretrude Statham. 


| T Houghe ye were harde harted 
And I with you thwarted 

With wordes that ſmarted, 

Yet nowe doutles, ye gyue me cauſe 

To wryte of you this goodly clauſe 

Maiſtres Geretrude a 

With woman hede endude 

With vertue well renude. 

I wyll that ye ſhalbe I 3s 
In all benignice, Lyke to dame Paſiphe. 
For nowe doutleſſe, ye gyue me cauſe 
To write of you this goodly clauſe 
Maiſtres Geretrude 
Wich woman hede endude. 

With vertue well renude. 

Partly by your counſelt 
Garnysſhed with laurell. 

Was my fresſhe coronell, 
Wherfore doutles 5 

Ye gyue me cauſe 

To write of you this goodly clauſe 
Maiſtres Geretrude N 
With woman hede endude 

Wich vertue well renude. 


T4 
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To maiſtres Jſabell Knyght. 


UT if I ſhulde aquite your kyndnes 

Els fay ye myght 

That in me were great blyndnes 

for to be fo myndles 

And coulde nat write 

Of Iſabell Knyght 

It is nat my cuſtome nor my gyſe 

To leaue behynde 

Her, that is both womanly and wyſe 

And ſpecially whiche glad was to deuyſe 
he meanes to fynde 

To pleaſe my mynde. 

In helpynge to warke my laurel grene, 

With ſylke and golde 

Galathea the mayde wel be ſene. 

Was neuer halfe ſo fayre as I wene 

hich was extolde, A thouſand folde 

By Maro the Mantuan prudent 

Vho lyſt to rede, SES 

put and I had leyſer competent 

| coude ſhewe you ſuche a preſident 

n very dede, Howe ye excede. 


re, 


Occupacion 10 Skelton. 


1 your hand, the tyme paſſeth faſte 
Vet on your heed this laurell which is wrought 
lere you nat Eolus. for you bloweth a blaſte 

dare well faye, that ye and I be fought. 

lake no delay, for now ye muſt be brought, 
tore my ladys grace, the Quene of Fame, 

Vhere ye muſt brefely anſwere to your name. 


7 
f Skelton 


| 
| 
| 
| 
l 
| 
4 
| 
1 
[ 
| 
| 


1 awe maiſter Newton ſyt with his compas 


They ſayd my laurell was the goodlyeſt 
That euer they ſaw, and wrought it was the beſt, I Of 


Wherof in ſubſtaunce J brought this awaye. 
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Skelton Poeta. 


Aſtyng m hyent the chambre about 
C To ſe on duly, eche thyng in ordre was 
Towarde the dore as we were commyng out 


His plummet, his penſell, his ſpeCtacles of glas 
Deuyſynge in picture by his induſtrious wit 
Of my laurell the proces euery whitte. 
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Forth with vpon this as it were in a thought 
Gower, Chawcer, Lydgate theſe thre 
Before remembred, me courteiſely brought : 
Into that place, where as they lefte me , 
Where all the ſayd poetes fat in their degre 3 
But whan they ſaw my laurell richely wrought Of 


All other beſyde were countrefet they thought. Ha 


In compariſon of that whiche I ware hut 


Some preyſed the perle, ſome the ſtones bryght For 


Well was hym that wy hve might ſtare 
Of this warke they had fo great delyght | 
The ſylke, the golde, the flowres ſreſh to ſight, An 


In her eſtate there fate the noble Quene ts 
Of Fame, perceyuyng howe that I was cum 
She wondred me thought at my laurell grene 
She loked hautely, and gaue on me a glum 
There was amonge them no word than but mum 
For eche man herkened what ſhe wolde to me ay 


Tht 
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: | The Quene of Fame to Skelton. 
; IV Y frende ſith ye are before vs here preſent, 


1 To anſwere vnto this noble audience 
Of that ſhalbe reaſoned ye muſt be content 
e 


2 1 


s And for as moche as by the hye pretence 
That ye haue nowe by the preeminence 
1 Of laureat triumphe, your place is here . 
We will vnderſtande howe ye haue it deſerued. 
ght 


Skelton Poeta to the Quene of e 


RGA high and mighty princes of aſtate 
In famous glory all other tranſcendyng 
ht Of your bounte the cuſtomable rate 
at. Hach ben ful often, and yet is attendyng 

Io all that to reaſon is condiſcendyng 

hut if haſty credence by maintenaunce of myght 
ht Fortune to ſtande betwene you and the lyght. 


| . ſuche euidence I thynke for to enduce, 
| d ſo largely to lay for myne indempnyte 
gut, | That I null 5 W ee * 
Of what charge ſoeuer ye yy againſt me 
| For of my bokes, parte ye ſhal ſe 
| Which in your recordes I know wel be enrolde 
And ſo occupacion your Regeſter me tolde. 


EC 


| Forthwith ſhe commanded I ſhuld take my place 
E Caliope pointed me where I ſhoulde {it 
4 | With that. Occupacion preaſed in a pace 


Be mirry ſhe ſayd, be nat a ferde a whit 
Your diſcharge herevnder myn arme is it 
than commaunded ſhe was vpon this 
o ſhewe her boke : and ſhe ſayd here it is. 


Thi 


=» | The Crowne 


If any recordes in nombre can be found 


Enflored with flowres and ſlymy ſnayles, 


The Quene of Fame to Occupacion. | 


OUR boke of remembrance we wil now tha 
ye rede | 


What Skelton hath compiled and written in dede 
Reherſynge by ordre, and what is the grounde 

Let ſe nowe for hym, howe ye can expounde | 
For in our court ye wote wel his name can nat rie 
But if he write oftenner than ones or twyſe. | 


Skelton Poeta, 


IT H that of the boke loſende were the clas | * 

The margent was illumined al with golden ral 
And bice enpictured, with graſſoppes and waſpes. 
With butterflies, and freſhe pecocke tailes. 


Enuiued pictures well touched and quickely 
It would haue made a man hole that had be right (ikl 


To'beholde, howe it was garnisſhed and bound, 
Encouerde ouer with golde of tiſſue fine = 
The claſpes and bullions were worth a. M. pounde 
With balaſſis and carbuncles the borders dyd ſhyne 
With aurum muſicum euery other lyne 
Was writen : and fo ſhe dyd her ſpede 
Occupacion immediately to rede. 
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C Occupacion readeth and expoundeth ſome 
part of Skeltons bokes and balades with 


V ities of pleaſure : In aſmoche as it were 
to lenge a proces to reberce by name, that 

de he bath compiled. GM . 

le | 


> [E/NF your oratour and poete laureate 
at riſe C/ Ot Englande, his warkes here they begyne 
In primis the boke of Honorouſe aſtate 
Item the boke howe men ſhoulde fle ſynne 
Item royall demenaunce, worſhyp to wynne 
Item the boke to ſpeke well or be ſtyll. 
claſs ! lem to lerne you, to dye whan ye will. 


Of vertue alſo the ſouerayne enterlude 

pes. The boke of the roliar, Prince Arthuris creacion 
The falſe faith that now goth which daily is renude 
Item his dialogues of ymaginacion 

Item Antomedon of loues meditacion 

Item newe grammar in Engliſhe compilled 

lem Bouge of courte, where drede was begylled 


His comedy, Achademios called by name 

Of Tullis familiars the tranſlacion "0 
lem good aduiſement that braineles doth blame 
he recule againſt Gaguine of rhe French nacion 
tem the Popingay that hath in commendacion 
adies and gentilwomen ſuche as deſerued 

ind ſuche as be countrefettes they be reſerued. 


And of ſoueraintie a noble pamphelet. 
ind of magnificence a notable mater | 
owe countrefet countenaunce of the new get 
With crafty conueyaunce doth ſmater and flater 
ind cloked colluſion is brought in to clater 

| 6 Wich 


Occu⸗ 
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With courtly abuſion who printeth it wel in mind: : 
Moch doublenes of the world therin he may finde. 


Of manerly maiſtres Margery mylke and ale 

To her he wrote many maters of myrth 
Yet thoughe I faye it, therby lieth a tale 4 
For Margery wynſed and brake her hynder gyrth | 
Lorde howe ſhe made moche of her gentill byrth 7 
With gingerly go gingerly her taile was made of hu 
the neuer ſo gingerly her honeſtie is gone awat. 


Harde to make ought of that is naked nought 
This fuſtian maiſtres and this giggisſhe gaſe 
Wonder is to write what wrenches ſhe wrought |! 
To face out her foly with a mydſomer maſe a. 

With pitche ſhe patched her pitcher ſhould nat cui It 
It may well ryme but ſhrewdly it doth accorde | 


To pyke out honeſtie of ſuche a potſhorde. 
Patet per werſus. | : - 
Hinc puer hinc natus uir coniugis hinc ſpoliau An 
Iure thori ? git? fetus deli. de ſunguine cretus, F) 
Hlinc magis extollo, quod erit puer alter Apollo, | $,c 
Si queris qualis? meretrix caftiſſima talis. 
Et relis & ralis, & reliqualis. = 
e | Do 
A good herynge of theſe olde talis He 
Fynde no mo ſuch from Wanflete to Wali Wit 
„ Fo 
Et reliqua. omelia de diuerſis tractatibus. Te 
O F my ladys grace at the contemplacion * 
Out of Frenche into Englisſhe proſe 0 
Of mannes lyfe the peregrinacion 5 
He dyd tranſlate, interprete, and diſcloſfſe 2 
The treatiſe of triumphes of the redde roſe : Let! 


Wherin many ſtories are brefely contayned 
That vnremembred longe tyme remayned. 
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ninde WM The Duke of Yorkes creauncer whan Skelton was 


finde, | Nowe Henry the vii. Kynge df Englande 
A treatiſe he deuyſed, and brought it to pas 


a Called Speculum Pi incipis, to beare in his hande 
Thberin to rede, and to vnderſtande 

uh All the demenour of princely aſtate 

bn] To be our Kynge of God preordinate. 

of ln Alſo the tunnyng of Elinor Rummyng 

awaſtP# With Colin Clout, John Yue, with Joforth Jacke 

ht Jo make ſuche trifels it asketh ſome counnyng = 

S In honeſt myrth parde requireth no lacke 

whe | The white appereth the better for the blacke 


f And after conueyaunce as the worlde goſe 
5 It is no foly to vie the Walſhmannes hoſe, + 


rde Thevmbles of veniſon, the botels of wyne 
| To faire maiſtres Anne, that ſhuld haue be ſent - 
He wrote therof many a praty lyne 
Where it became, and whither it went 
ſpots And howe that it was wantonly ſpent. =P 
45. The balade alſo of the muſtarde tarte 


b. Viuche problemes to paint it longeth to his arte; 
| Of one Adam all a knaue late dead and gone 


| Dormiat in pace like a dormous 
Ne wrotean epitaph for his graue ſtone 
o Wal WW With wordes deuout and ſentence Egerdous 
| For he was euer agaynſt Goddes houſe 
US, All his delite was to braule and to barke 
| Agayne holy churche, the preſt, and the clarxxe- 


Of Philip Sparowe the lamentable fate 
| The dolefull deſteny, and the carefull chaunce 
Deuiſed by Skelton after the funerall rate 55 
Yet ſome there be there with that take greuaunce 
And grugge therat with 88 countenaunce 
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But what of that? harde it is to pleaſe all men 
Who lyſt amende it, let hym ſet to his penne. 


For the gyſe now adayes, 
Of ſome iangelynge da layes 
Is to diſcommende 
That they can nat amende 
Thoughe they wolde ſpende 
All bs wittes they haue 
What ayle them to depraue 
Philippe Sparowes graue 
His dirige, her commendacion 
Can be no derogation 
But myrthe and conſolacion 
Made by proteſtacion 
No man to myſcontent 
With Philippis enterement 
Alas that goodly ma 
Why ſhould. ſhe be x 6 de ? 
Why ſhoulde ſhe take — 
That her goodly name 
Honorably reported, 
Should be ſet and ſorted 
To be matriculate, with ladies of Aue! ? 
I conjure the Philip Sparowe 
| By Hercules that hell dyd harowe 
[ And with a venemous arowe ; 
| Slewe of the Epidaures 
One of the Centaures 
Or Onocentaurus, Or Hippoceataurus 
By whoſe myght and mayne 
An hart was {layne, With hornes twayne 
Of glitreryng golde, And the apples of golde 
Of Heſperides with holde 
And with a dragon kepte 
That neuer more ſlepte 


By marciall ſtrength, He wan at length. 
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And ſlewe Gerione, With thre bodyes i in one 
* ith mighty corage, Adaunted the rage 
Of a lyon _ 
got De abyll, He brought out a rabill 
Of courſers and rounſes 
With leapes and bounſes 

L And with myghty luggynge 
[ 8 Wrafſtelynge and tuggynge 
N He plucked the bull, By the horned ſcul 
: 3 And offred to Cornucopia, 

And fo forthe per cetera 
3 Alſo by Hecates bowre 
In Plutos gaſtly towre. 
y the vgly Eumenides, 
That neuer haue reſt nor eaſe 
hy the venemous ſerpent, 
2 That in hell is neuer brent. 
n Lerna the Grekes fen 
That was engendred then 
B/ Chemeras flames, 

And all the deedly names, 
Of infernall poſty 
| Where ſoules frye and roſty. 
hy the ſtygial flode, And the ſtremes 1 
Of Cocytus botomleſſe well. 
By the 2 of hell 
Caron with his berde hore 
That roweth with a rude ore, 
And with his frounſed fore toppe 
(Gydeth his bote with a proppe. 

| conjure Philippe nd 6 
In the name of Kynge Saul. 
11m regum expres, He bad the Phitones 

0 wytche crafte her to dres, 
ind by her abuſions, 
And damnable illuſions, 


Ut meryeylous concluons as 
2 Afi 


. 
7 
6 


$2 The Crowne 
And by her ſuperſticions, 
And wonderfull condicions, 
She rayſed vp in that ſtede 
Samuel, that was dede. 

But wheder it were ſo, He were idem innumers, 
The ſelfe ſame Samuel, | 
Howe be it to Saul he dyd tell 
The Philiſtinis ſhould hym askrye 
And the nexte daye he ſhould dye, 

I wyll my ſelfe diſcharge 

To lettred men at large. 

But Philip I coniure the 
Nowe by theſe names thre 
Diana in the woddes grene, 
Luna that ſo bryght doth ſhene, | 
T ro in hell, That thou ſhortly tell 
And ſhewe nowe vnto me, 
What the cauſe may be, Of this perplexite, 
Inferias Philippe tuas Scroupe pulchra Joanna 
Inſtanter peciit, cur noftri carminis illam 
Nunc pudet eft ſero, minor ęſt infamia Vero 

Than ſuche as haue diſdayned, 
And of this worke * | 
I praye-God they be pained 
No worſe than is contayned 
In verſes two or thre, 
That folowe as ye maye ſe. 
Luride cur liuor Volucris pia funera damnas 
Talia te rapiant, rapiunt que fata Volucrem, 
Eſt tamen inuidia mors tibi continua. 


The grounting and the groining of the groning 

1 ſwyne | 
Alſo the Mournyng of the mapely rote 

Howe the grene couerlet ſuffred great pyne. 

Whan the flie net was ſet for to catche a cote 

Strake one with a byrdbolt to the heart rote 4 


Of Lawrell, 
Alſo a deuoute prayer to Moyſes hornes 
Metriſied merily, medled with ſcornes. 


„ Olf paiantes that were played in ioyous garde 
e wrate of a mows through a mud wall f 
Howe a doe cam trippyng in at the rere warde 
gut lorde howe the parker was wroth with all 
And of caſtell Angell the feneſtrall | 
Glittryng and gliſtryng and gloriouſſy 2 

It made ſome mennes eyen daſyld and daſed. 
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The repete of the recule of Roſamundes bowre 
Of his pleaſant paine there and his glad deſtres 
In plantyng and plucking a propre ĩeloffer flowre 
But howe it was, ſome were to recheles 
Nat withſtandyng it is remedeles 

'hat myght he ſay ? what myght he do therto ? 
hough Jack fayd nay : yet mok ther loſt her ſho: 
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Howe than lyke a man he wan the Barbican 
ich a ſaute of ſolace at the longe laſt 
he colour deedly, ſwart, blo, and wan 
Of Exeone her lambe is dede and paſt 

be cheke and the necke but a ſhorte caſt. 
fortunes fauour euer to endure 


o man lyuyng he ſayth can be ſure. = 


How dame Minerua firſt found the oliue tre, ſne red 
nd planted yet wher neuer before was none, vnſhred 
in hynde vnhurt it by caſuelte, nat bled = 
\ecouerd whan the forſter was gone, and {| 

e hartes of the herd began for to grone, and fled 
be houndis began to yerne and to queſt : and dred 
th lyttell buſmes ſtandeth moche reſt. in bed. 


„ 


groning 


ote 
Alſo D 3 
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His epitomis of the myller and his ioly make II 
How her ble was bryght as bloſſom on the ſpray 
A wanton wenche and well coulde bake a cake 
The myllar was loth to be out of the way 

But yet for all that be as be may 


Whether he rode to Swasſhamm or to Some 
The myllar durſt nat leaue his wyfe at home 


With wofully arayd and ſhamefully betrayde 
Of his making deuoute medytacions 
Vexilla regis he deuyſed to be deſplayde, 

With Sacris ſolempnus, and other contemplacions 
That in them compriſed conſideracions 

Thus paſſeth he the time both night and day 
Somtime with ſadnes, ſomtime with play 


Though Galene and Dioſcorides 
With Hipocrates, and mayſter Auicen 
By theyr hike done many a man eaſe 
And though Albumaſar can the enforme and ken 
Wh hat conſtellacions ar good or bad for men: 
Yet whan the raine raineth and the goſe winketh 
Litell wotreth the goſling what the goſe thinketh 


He is nat wiſe agayne the ſtreame that ſtriueth 
Dun is in the mire, dame reche me my ſpur 


Nedes muſt he ren that the deuill dryueth Th 
Whan the ſtede is ſtolen ſparre the ſtable dur lem 
A gentyll hounde ſhoulde neuer playe the kur tw 
It is ſoone aſpyed where the thorne pricketh 1 ma 
And well woteth the cat whoſe berde ſhe lickcth * 

With Marione clarione ſol lucerne bor d 


Grande iuir, of this Frenche prouerbe olde 
How men were wont for to diſcerne EY 
By candelmas daye, what wether ſhoulde holde 


But Marione clarione was caught with a colde * 


Of Lawrell. oy 
And all ouercaſt with cloudes vnkinde 
This goodly flowre with ſtormes was vntwinde 


This ieloffer gentill, this roſe, this lylly flowre, 
This prime roſe pereles, this propre violet, 
| This delicate daſy, this ſtraubery prately ſet, 
This columbyne clere and fresſheſt of coloure 
With frowarde froſtis alas was all to fret 
But who may haue more vngracious life 
Than a childes byrde and a knaues wife? 


| Thinke what ye will Vor tua ſicut Vitis 
Of this wanton byll. Habetis in cuſtodiam 
By Mary Gipcie Cuſtodite ſicut ſcitis. 
Jud ſcripſi ſcripſi Secundum Lucam. c. 


Of the bone homs of Asſhrige beſide Barcanſtede 
That goodly place to Skelton moſt kynde, 
Where the ſange royall is, Chriſtis blode ſo rede 
Whervpon he metrified after his mynde. | 
ken A pleſanter place than Asſhrige is, hard were to finde 
As Skelton reherſeth with wordes fewe and playng 
In his Diſtichon, made on verſes twayne. 
Fraximus in cliuo frondetque Viret ſine riuo. 
1eth Nan et ſub diuo ſimilis fine flumini uiuo. 


The Nacion of foles he lefte nat behinde, 
| [rem Apollo that whirled up his chare, 
Tut made ſome to ſnurre and ſnufe in the winde 
t made them to skip, to ſtampe, and to ſtare, 
oh I Wbich (if they be happy) haue cauſe to beware 
In rymynge and raylynge with him for to mell 
tor drede that he lerne them theyr. A. B. C. to ſpell. 


1 Re 
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| Poeta Skelton, 2 

V IT H that I ſtode vp, halfe ſodaynly afrayde Ih 
Supplieng to Fame, I beſought her grace 1 

And that it wolde pleaſe her full tenderly I prayd MR 
Out of her bookes Appollo to raſe. 5 \ 

Nay Syr ſhe ſayd, what ſo in this place 5 

Of our noble courte is ones ſpoken out f The 
It muſte nedes after ren all the worlde aboute. 6 Wh 
God wote theſe wordes made me full fad | Mah 
And whan that I fawe it wolde no better be Het 
But that my peticion wolde nat be had, | Goo 
What ſhoulde I do, but take it in gre ? 5 
For by Jupiter and his high maieſtye, Em 
I dyd what I coulde to ſcarpe out the ſcrolles . 
Apollo to raſe out of her ragman rolles. Eo 


Nowe here of it erketh me lenger to wryte, 
To Occupacion, I wyll agayne refort 
Whiche redde on ſtyll, as it came to her ſyght 
Rendrynge my deuiſes I made in diſporte 
Of the mayden of Kent called comforte 
Of louers teſtamentes and of theyr wanton willis 
And howe Iollas loued goodly Phillis. 


Diodorus Siculus of my tranflation. 
Out of fresſhe Latine into our Englysſhe playne, 
Recountyng commodites of many a ſtrange nacion 
Who redeth it ones wolde rede it agayne | 
Six volumes engroſed together it doth contayne. 
But whan of the laurell ſhe made reherſall | 
Al orators and poetes with other great and ſmal 


A thouſande thouſande I trowe to my dome 
Triumpha triumpha they cried all about 
Of trumpettes and clarions the noyſe went to Row 


'de 


lis 


Off Lawrell. " 
The ſterry heuen me thought ſhoke with the ſhout 


| The PR groned and trembled that noyſe was ſo 
out 


The quene of Famecommaunded, ſnet faſt the booke 
And ther with ſodaynely out of my ſlepe I woke 


My minde of the great din was ſomdele amaſed 


| Iwyped myn eyen for to make them clere 
Than to the heauen ſphericall upwarde ] gaſed 
Where I ſawe Janus with his double chere 


Makynge his almanak for the newe yere 
He turned his tirickes his voluell ran 
Good lucke this newe yere the olde yere is paſt. 


ens libi fit conſulta petis“ fic conſule menti, 
| Emula ſis Iani, retro ſpeculetur & ante. 


Sæeltonis allaquitur librum ſuum, 
Ite Britannorum lax o radieſa Britannum 

Carmina naſtra pium Veſtrum celebrate Catullum + 
Dicite Skeltonis V. ger Adonis erat, 

Dicite Skeltonts Veſter Homerus erat. 

Barbara cum lacio pariter iam currite Verſu. 

Et licet eft Verbo pars maxima texta Britanno,. 
Non magis incompta noftra Thalia patet : 

Eſt magis inculta nec mea Caliope. 

Nec uos pœniteat liuoris tela ſubire. 

Nec uos pœniteat rabiem tolerare caninam, 

Nam Maro diffimites non tulit ille minas, , 
Immunis nec enim muſa Naſonis erat. 


Lenuoy. . 


O little quaire In Engliſhe letter 

Demeane you faire So muche the better 
Take no diſpaire Welcome ſhall ye 
Though I you unte To ſome men b 
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For Latin warkes 
Be good for clarkes 
Yet nowe and then: 
oe Latin men: 

ay happely loke . 
Vion your he 
And ſo procede 
In you to rede- 
That fo in dede 
Your fame may ſprede 
In lengthe and brede 
But that I drede 
You ſhall haue nede 
You: tor to ſpede 
To harnes bryght 
By force of might 
Agaynſt enuy 
And obloquy 
And wote ye why 
Nat for to fyght 
Agaynſt diſpyght 
Nor to derayne 
Batayle agayne 


Ad ſereniſſimam Maieſtatem Regiam, 


Scornfull diſdayne- 
Nor for to chyde 
Nor for to hyde 

You cowardly , 


But courteiſly 


That I haue pende 
For to defende 
Vnder the banner 
Of all good maner 
Vnder protection 
Of fad correction 
With toleracion 
And ſupportacion 
Of reformacion 
If they can ſpye 
Circumſpectly 

And worde defaced 
That myght be raſed 


Els ye ſhall praye 


Them that ye may 
Continue ſtyll 


With theyr good wyll. 


1 


mino Cardinali Legalo a latere honorificatiſſims Cc. 


Lautre Enuoy. 


Perge liber, celebrem pronus regem venerare 


Henricum octauum, reſonans ſua premia laudis. | 


Cardineum dommum pariter venerands ſalutes, 
Legatum a latere. & fiat memor ipſe precare, 
Prebende, quam promiſet mihi credere quondam. 


 Meque ſuum referas pignus ſperare ſalutis 


Inter ſpemque metum. 


Tweng 


aariter cum Da- 


yeng 


Of Lawrell. 
ene hope and drede 


My lyte I lede Small ſekernes, 
But of my ſpede 

Howe be it I rede 

Boch worde and dede In noblenes. 
Should be agrede 

Or els. &Cc. 


Me 


\ The Prolegueto the Bouge of Courte. 
ö = Autumpne whan the ſonne in vyrgyne 


By radyante hete enryped hath our corne 


Whan Luna fall of mutabylyte 
s Emperes the dyademe, hath worne 


Of our pole artyke, ſmylynge halfe in ſcorne 


At our foly, and our vnſtedfaſtneſſe 
Ihe tyme whan Mars to warre hym dyd dres, 
| P 2 


callynge to mynde the greate auctoryte 


Of poetes olde, whiche full craftely 


Vnder as couerte termes as coulde be 
Can touche a trouth, and cloke ſubtyll7 
With fresſhe vtteraunce full ſentencyouſly 


Some of mortalitie nobly dyd endyte 


59 


| Dyuerle in ſtyle ſome ſpared not vyce to wryte a 


Wherby [ rede, theyr renome and theyr fame 


Maye neuer dye, but euermore endure 

L. was fore moued to a forſe the ſame 

But ignoraunce full ſoone dyde me dyſcure 
And ſhewed that in this arte I was not ſure - 
For to illumine ſhe ſayd I was to dulle 
Aduyſynge me my penne awaye to pulle - 


And not to wryte, for he ſo wyll atteyne 
Excedyng ferther than his connynge is 
lis heed maye be _ 2 feble is brayne 


—— 
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60 The Prologue to the 
Vet haue I knowen ſuche er this 
But of reproche ſurely he maye not mys 


That clymmeth hyer than he may fotinge haue 
What and he ſlyde downe, who ſhall hym faue ? 


Thus vp and downe my mynde was drawen and caft 


That I ne wyſte what to do was beſte 

So ſore enwered that I was at the laſte 
Enforſed to ſlepe, and for to take ſome reſte 
And to lye downe as ſoone as I my dreſte 
At Harwyche porte {lumbrynge as I laye 

In myne hoſtes houſe called Powers keye 


Me thought I ſawe, a ſhyppe goodly of ſay le 
Come ſaylyng forth into that hauen brood 
Her takelyng ryche and of hye apparayle 
She kaſt an anker and there ſhe laye ar rode 
Marchauntes her borded to ſe what ſhe had 
Therein they founde Royall marchaundyſe 
Fraghted with pleaſure of what ye could deuiſe 


But than I thought I wolde not dwell behynde 
Amange all other I put my ſelfe in prece 
Than there could I none aquentaunce fynde 
There was moche noyſe anone one cryed ceſe 
Sharpely commaundynge eche man holde his pece 
Mayſters he ſayd, the ſhyp that ye here ſe 
The bowge of courte it hyghte for certeynte: 


The owner thereof is lady of eſtate 
Whoos name to tell is dame faunce pere 
Her marchaundy ſe is ryche and fortunate 
But who will haue it muſte paye therfore dere 
This royall chaffre that is ſhypped here 
B called fauoure to ſtonde in her good grace 
Than ſhould ye ſe there preſſynge in a pace. 


of 


caſt 


le 


ce 


of 


Bouge of Courte. 


Of one and other that wolde this lady. ſe 
Which: ſar behynde a tranes of ſylke fyne 


| Of golde of teſſew the fyneſt that myght be 


In a trone whiche ferre clere dyd ſhyne:: 
Than Phebus in his ſpere celeſtyne 


* Whoos beautie honoure goodly porte 
I haue to lytell connynge to reporte 


But of eche thynge there as I toke hede: 


| Amonge all other was wryten in her trone 

In golde leters this worde whiche I dyd rede 

| Garde le fortune que eſt mauelz et bone 

And as I ſtode redyng this verſe my ſelfe alone 


Her chyef gemtylwoman daunger by her name 


Guue me a-taunte and ſayd I was to blame. 


To be ſo perte to preſe ſo proudely uppe- 


| She ſayd ſhe trowed that I had eaten fauſe 
| She asked yf euer I dranke of ſauces cuppe 
And I than _ anſwered to that clauſe 

| That fo to ſaye, 


had gyuen her no cauſe 
Than asked ſhe me-Syr ſo God the ſpede- 


| What is thy name? and J fayd it was Dyede.- 


What moued the quod ſhe hydder to come 


| Forfoth quod I to bye ſome of your ware 


And with that worde on me ſhe gaue a glome 
With browes bente and. gan on me to ſtare 
Full daynouſly and fro me ſhe dyd fare. 
Leuynge me ſtondynge as a maſed man 

To whome there came an other gentilwoman. 


Deſire her name was and fo ſhe me tolde 
Sayenge to me brother be of good chere 
Abasſhe you not but hardely be bolde 
Auaunee your ſelfe to aproche and come nere 


Line hong wr ui be neue 6 er | 


—_  -- — 


62 The Prologue to the 
Yet I auyſe you to ſpeke for ony drede 
Who ſpareth to ſpeke, in faith he ſpareth to ſped 


Maiſtres quod I I haue none aquentaunce 
That wyll ſor me be medyatoure and mene 


But this another J haue but ſmale ſubſtaunce 


Peace quod Deſyre ye ſpeke not worth a bene 
If ye haue not in fayth I will you lene 
A precious Jewell no rycher in this londe 


Bone auenture haue here nowe in your honde... - 


Shyfte now therwith let ſe as ye can 
In Bowge of courte cheuyſaunce to make 
For I dare ſaye that there nys erthly man 
But and he can bone auenture take 


There can no favoure nor frendſhyp him forſake 


Bone auenture may brynge you in ſuche caſe 
That ye ſhall ſtonde in fauoure and in grace. 


But of one thynge I warne you er I goo 

She that ſtyreth the ſhyp make her your frende 
Mayftres quod I, I praye you tel me why ſo 
And how I may that waye and meanes fynde 
Forſoth quod ſhe how euer blowe the wynde . 
Fortune gydeth and ruleth all our ſhyppe 


Whom ſhe hateth ſhall ouer the ſhyp borde skyp. 


Whome ſhe loueth of all pleaſure is riche 
Whyles ſhe laugheth and hath luſte for to playe 
Whome ſhe haterh ſhe caſteth in the dyche 


For whan ſhe frouneth ſhe thinketh to make a fray 


She cherysſhed hym and hym ſhe chaſſeth away 
Alas quod I how myght I haue her ſure 
In fayth quod ſhe by bone auenture. 


Thus in a row of marchauntes a grete route 


Sued to fortune chat ſhe wolde be no fynde Th 4 


3 


ray 


| They thronge in faſte and flocked her aboute 
And I with them prayed her to haue in mynde 
I She promyſed to vs all ſhe wolde be kynde | 
Of Bowge of court the asketh what we wold haue 
And we asked fauoure, and fauoure ſhe vs gaue. 


t Th E ſayle is vp fortune ruleth our helme 


With fables falſe that well coude fayne a tale 
Ihe ſeconde was Suſpecte whiche that dayl 
Myſdempte eche man with face deedly "4 pale 
And Haruy haſter that well coulde picke a male 
{ With other foure of wy 4 affynyte 
Dyſdayne, Ryotte, Dyſſy 


They coude not fayle they thought they were ſo ſure 
With them to make ſolace and pleaſure 


| But my dyſporte they coulde not well endure 
| They laid they hated for to dele with Drede 
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Thus endeth the Prologue. 


Drede. 


We wante no wynde to paſſe now ouer all 


Fauoure we haue tougher then any elme 4 
| That will abide and neuer frome vs fall bi 
But vnder honie oftetime lieth bytter gall. 
For as me thoughte in our ſhippe I did fe 

| Full ſubtell perſones in nombre foure and thre 


The fun was Fel kal of Rateric 


muler, Subtylte. 
Fortune theyr frende with whom oft ſhe dyd daunce 


And oftentimes I wold myſelfe auaunce 


Than Fauell gan with fayre ſpeche me to fede. 


Fauell, 
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Fauell. 


2 erthly that I wonder ſo ſore 
» As of our conninge that is ſo excellent 
Deynte to haue with vs ſache one in ſtore 
So vertuouſly that hath his dayes ſpente 
Fortune to you gyftes of grace hathe lente 
Lo what it is a man to haue conninge 

All ecthly treſoure it is ſurmountinge 


Ye be an apte man as ony can be found 
To dwell with. vs and ſerue my ladyes grace 
Ye be to her yea worth a thouſande pounde 
I herde her ſpeke of you within ſhorte ſpace 
When there were dyuerſe that fore did you manace 
And though I ſaye it, I was myſelfe your frend 
For here be dyuerſe to you that be vnkinde 


But this one thinge ye may be ſure of me 
For by that Lorde that bought dere all mankinde 
I cannot flatter: I muſt be playne to the 
And ye nede ought man ſhew to me your minde 
For ye haue me whome faythfull ye ſhall finde 
Whyles T haue ought by God you ſhalte not lacke 
And if nede be, a bolde worde I dare cracke 


Naye naye be ſure whiles I am on your ſyde 
Ye may not fall truſte me ye maye not fayle 
Ye ſtande in fauoure and fortune is your gyde 
And as ſhe wyll fo ſhall our greate ſhyppe ſayle 
Theſe lewd cok witts ſhall neuermore preuaile 
Againſte you hardely therfore be not afrayde 
Fare well till ſoone but no worde that I ſayde. 


W Drede 


6. 
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| Drede. 


HAN chanked J him for his great gentylnes 

1 But as me thought he ware on him a cloke 

That lyned was with doubtfull doublenes 

Me thoughte of wordes that he had full a poke 
His ſtomake ſtuffed oftetymes dyde reboke 

Suſpycyon me rhoughte mett hym at a brayde 

And I drewe nere to herke, what they two ſayde 


In fayth quod Suſpecte, ſpake drede no worde of me 
Why what than wylte thou lette men to fpeke 
He fayth he cannot well accorde with the 
Twysſhem quod Suſpecte goo playe him I ne reke 
By Chryſt quod Fauell Drede is ſoleyne freke 
What lete vs holde hym vp man for a whyle 
| Ye ſo quod Suſpecte, he maye vs bothe begyle 


And whan he came walkinge ſoberl 
With whom, and, ha, and with a croked loke 
Me thoughte his heed was full of gelouſy 
: His eyen rollynge his hondes faſt they quoke 
I And to me warde the ſtrayghte way he toke 
| God fped brother to me quod he than 
And thus to talk with me he began, 


ace 


ce 


Suſpicion. 


* E remembre the gentylman ryght now 
i en + with you me thought a party 

| ſpake 

| Beware of hym for I make God avuowe 

He wyll begyle you and ſpeke fayre to your face 

Le neuer dwelte in ſuche an, other place ; 
| | For here is none that dare well other truſte- 
de Put 1 wolde tell you: a thinge and I durſte 


| 


N 


Speke. 
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Speke he a fayth no worde to you of me And 
I wote and he dyde ye wolde me tell To k 
J haue a fauoure to you wherof it be He g 


That I muſte ſhewe you muche of my counſelle [| Wha 
But I wonder what the deuyll of hel! 

He fayd of me whan he with you dyd talke 

By myne aduyſe vie not with him to walke 


The ſoueraynſt thinge that any man may haue 
Is litill to ſaye, and much to here and ſe 
For but I truſted you ſo God me ſaue 
I wolde nothing fo playne be 
To you onely me thynke I durſte ſhryue me 
For nowe am I plenarely dyſpoſed 
To ſhewe you thyngs that may not be diſcloſed. 


Drede. 


T HAN I aſſured hym my fydelyte 

His counſeyle ſecrete neuer to dyſcure 
If he could fynde in herte to truſte me 

Els I prayed hym with all my beſy cure 
To kepe it hymſelfe for than he myght be ſure 
That no man erthly could hym bewreye | 
Whyles of his mynd it were lockte with the keye | 


47, Or 

By God quod he this and thus it is | Fa 
And of his mynde he ſhewed me al and ſome FF W 
Farre well quod he we will talke more of this A 
So he departed there he wolde be come A 
I dare not ſpeke I promiſed to be domm At 


But as I ſtode muſinge in my minde 
Haruy Haſter came lepinge light as linde, 


Vpon his breſte he bare a verſinge boxe 
His throte was clere and luſtely coulde fayne | 
Me thought his gowne was all furred with foxe 2 Y 


V, 
0 


elle 


eye 


And. 
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and euer he ſange, ſithe I am nothinge plaine 
To kepe him from pikinge it was a grete paine 
Ne gaſed on me with his Gotiſhe berde 
Whan I loked on him me purſe was half aferde. 


Heruy Haſter. 


: 8 God you ſaue why loke ye ſo ſadde 


What thinge is that I maie do for you 


A wonder thinge that ye waxe not madde _ 

For and I ſtudie ſholde, as ye do nowe 

My witte wolde waſte I make God auowe 
Tell me your minde me thinke ye make a verſe 

I could it skan and ye wolde reherſe + 


But to the pointe ſhortelie to procede 


Wher bathe your dwelling ben er ye came here 
For as I trowe J haue ſene you in dede 

Er this whan that ye made me roiall chere 
Holde vp the helme loke vp and lete God ftere 

I wolde be merie what wind that euer blowe 
Heue and how rombelow row the bote Norman rowe 


Princes of youghte can ye ſinge by rote 


Or ſhall I ſaile with you a feloſhip aſſaie 
For on the booke I cannot ſinge a note 


Wolde to God it wolde pleaſe you ſome daye- 


A ballade booke before me for to laye 


And lerne me to ſinge (Re mi fa ſol) 


And when I faile bobbe me on the noll 


Loo what is to you a pleaſure great 


Ho haue that coninge and waies that ye haue 


By Goddes ſoule I wonder howe ye gete 
Soo great pleaſure or who to you it gaue 
dir pardone me I am an homelie knaue 
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To be with you thus perte and thus bolde FT * 
But ye be welcome to our housfholde | $ Thar 
And ] dare faie there is no man here Inne By C 
But wolde be glade of your companie 10 f 


I wiſte neuer man that ſo ſoone coude winne 
The fauoure that ye haue with my lady 

I praye to God that it maie neuer dy 

It is your fortune for to haue that grace 

As I be ſaued it is a wonder caſe 


For as for me [I ſerued here many a daie 
And yet vnneth I can haue my lyuynge 
But I requyre you no worde that I ſaye 
For and I knowe ony erthly thynge 
That is agayne you ye ſhall haue wetynge 
And ye be welcome ſyr ſo God me fave 
T hope hereafter a frende of you to haue. 


| : Drede. 


. IT H that as he departed fo fro me 

Anone there mette with hym as me thoughte 
A man, but wonderly beſene. was he 

He loked hawtie he ſette eche man at noughte 
His gawdy garment with ſcornes was all wrought 
With Indygnacion lyned was his hôde 

He frowned as he wolde ſwere by cockes blode. 


He bote the lyppe he loked paſſynge coye 
His face was belymmed as byes had hym ſtounge 
It was no tyme.with hym to jape nor toye 
Enuye hath waſted his lyuer and his lounge 


Hatred by the herte ſo had hym wrounge | 
That he loked pale as asſhes to my ſyghte E R 
Dyſdayne I wene his comerous crabes hyghte = 83 
To Heruy Haſter than he ſpake of me | 7 { 
And I drewe nere to harke what they two ſayde _ , 


Now 
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Now quod Dyſdayne as J ſhall ſaued be 
haue grete ſcorne and am ryght euyll apayed 
Than quod Heruy why arte thou ſo dyſmayde 
By Chryſt quod he for it is ſhame to ſaye 

: To ſe Johan Dawes that came but yeſterdaye 


Z How he is now taken in conceyte 3 
This doctour dawcocke Drede I wene he hyght 
By Goddes bones but yf we haue ſome ſleyte 
It is lyke he wyll ſtonde in your lyghte 
By God quod Heruy and it ſo happen myghte 
© Lete vs therfore ſhortly at a worde | 
Fynde ſome mene to caſte hym ouer the borde 


Buy him that me bought than quod Dyſdayne 
I I wonder ſore he is in ſuche conceite 
Turde quod Haſter I wyll the nothynge ſayne 
There muſt for him be layde ſome prety beyte 
We tweyny I trowe be not without dyſceyte 
| Fyrſte pycke a quarell and fall out with him then 
And ſo outface hym with a carde of ten, 
7hte | 
Forthwith he made on me a proude aſſawte 
With ſcornfull loke meuyd all in moode 
t | He wente about to take me in a fawte | 
He frounde he ſtared he ſtampped where he ſtoode 
| | loked on hym I wende he had be woode 
He ſet the arme proudly vnder the ſyde 
And in this wiſe he gan with me to chyde. 


Dyſdayne. 


| R thou what thou ſayd yeſter nyghte 
K Wilt thou abide by the wordes againe 
By God I haue of the now grete diſpite 
[ ſhall the angre ones in euery vaine 
lt is grete ſcorne to ſe ſuche an haine 
5 
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As thou arte one that came but yeſterdaie 
With vs olde ſervauntes ſuche maiſters to plaie . 


T tell the I am of countenaunce 


What weneſt I were, I trowe you know not me, 


By Goddes woundes but for diſpleſaunce 
Of my querell ſoone wolde I venged be 
But no force I ſhall ones mete with the 
Come whan it will oppoſe the I ſhall 
What ſom euer auenture thereof fall 


Troweſt thou dreuill I ſaie thou gawdie knaue 
That I haue deinte to ſe the cherisſhed thus 
By Goddis {ide my ſworde thy berde ſhall ſhaue 
Well ones thou malte be chermed I wus 
Naie ſtrawe for tales thou ſhalt not rule vs 
We be thy betters and ſo thou ſhalte vs take 
Or we ſhall the out of thy clothes ſhake. 


Drede. 


N W ITH that came Ryotte ruſhing al at ones 
WWA ruſtie galande to ragged and to rente 
And on the borde he whirled a paire of bones 
_— treye dews he clattered as he went 
oue haue at all by faint Thomas of Kente 
And euer he threwe and kyit I wote nere what 
His here was growen thorowe out his hat 


Than I behylde how he dyſgyſed was 
His heed was heuy for watchinge ouer night 
His eyeu blered his face ſhone like a glas 
His gowne ſo ſhorte that it ne couer myght 
His rumpe he wente ſo all for ſomer light 
His hoſe was garded with a lyſte of grene 
Yet at the knee they were broken I wene 


Velco 
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His 
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His cote was checkerd with patches rede and blewe 
Of kyrkeby kendall was his ſhorte demye 
And ay he fange in fayth decon thou crewe 
His elbowe bare he ware his gere ſo nye 
His noſe droppinge, his lippes were full drye 


And by his ſyde his whynarde and his pouche 


The deuyll myght dance therin for any crouche 


Counter he coude (O lux) upon a potte 
And eeſtriche fedder of a capons tayle 
He ſet vp frasſhely vpon his hat alofte 
What reuell route quod he and gan to rayle 
How ofte he hit Ienet on the tayle 
Of felyce fetewlſe and lytell prety cate 
How ofte he knocked at her klycket gate 


What ſhould I tell more of his rybaudrye 


vas aſhamed ſo to here hym prate 


He had no pleaſure but in harlotrye 

Ay quod he in the deuylles date 

What art thou I fawe the nowe but late 

Forſoth quod J in this courte I dwel nowe 
Velcome quod Ryote I make God auowe. 

Ryot. ; 

ND Syr in fayth why comſte not vs amonge 
To make the mery as other felowes done 

ou muſt {ware and ſtare man aldaye longe 

ind wake all nyght and ſlepe tyll it be none 

Lhou mayſte not ſtudye or muſe on the mone 

This worlde is nothing but ete drynke and ſlepe 

ud thus with ys good company to kepe 


Plucke vp thyne herte vpon a mery pinne 
ud let vs laugh a plucke or twayne at nale 
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What the deuyll man myrth is here within 
What lo man ſe here of dyce a bale 
A brydelynge caſte for that is in thy male 
Nowe haue at all that lyeth vpon the burde 
Fye on this dyce they be not worth a turde 


Haue at the haſarde or at the doſen browne 
Or els I pas a penny to a pounde. 


Now wolde to God thou wold leye money down 


Lorde how that I wolde caſte it full rounde 
Ay in my pouche a buckell I haue founde 

The armes of Calyce I haue no coyne nor croſſe 
I am not happye I renne ay on the loſſe 


Now renne muſte I to the ſtewes ſyde 
To wete yf malkyn my lenman haue gete ought 
J lete her to hyre that men may on her ryde 
Her armes eafy ferre and nere is ſoughte 
By Goddis ſydes ſyns I her thyder broughte 
She hath gote me more money with her tayle 
Than hach ſome ſhyppe that into bordews ſayle 


Had I as, good an hors as ſhe is a mare 
I durſte auenture to journey to Fraunce 
Who rydeth on her he nedeth not to care 
For ſhe is truſſed for to breke a launce 
It is a curtel that well can wynche and praunce 
To her wyll J now all my pouerty lege 
And tyll I come I haue here myne hat to plege. 


Drede. 


» 


(3 8 NE is this knaue this rybaude foule and leude 


e ranne as faſte as euer that he myghte 
Vnthryftynes in him maye well be ſhewed 


For whome tyborne groneth both daie and nighte 
Di 


And as I Rode and caſte aſyde my ſyghte 


Wn 


yer: 


ce 


ge. 
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Daſdayne I ſawe with Dyſſymulacyon 
Standynge in ſadde communicacyon 


But there was poyntynge and nodduay with the hede 
And many wordes fayd in ſecrete wy 
They wandred ay and ſtode ſtyll in no ſtede 

Me thoughte alwaye Diſſymular dyde deuyſe 

Me paſſynge ſore myne herte than gan aryſe 

] dempte and drede their talkynge was not good 


Anone Dyſlimular came where I ſtode 


Than in his hode I ſawe there faces tweyne 
That one was lene and lyke a pyned ghoſt 


That other loked as he wolde me haue ſlayne 
And to me warde as he gan for to cooſt 
Whan that he was euen at me almooſt 

I ſawea knyfe hyd in his one ſleue 


Wheron was wryten this worde myſchefe 


And in his other ſleue me thought I awe 
A ſpone of golde, full of hony ſwete 
To fede a fole, and for to preye a dawe 
And on that ſleue theſe wordes were wrete 
A falſe abſtracte cometh frome a fals concrete 
His hode was ſyde his cope was roſet graye 
Theſe were che wordes that he to me dyde ſaye. 


Dyſſymulacyon. 


SPA, ye maiſter ye loke fo ſoberly 

As I be ſaued at the dredefull daye - 
It is a perilous vyce this enuy 1 

Alas a connynge man ne dwelle maye 

In no place well but foles wich fraye 

But as for that conninge hath no foo 

daue him that noughte can ſcripture faith ſoo; | 


7 E I Rkowe 
* 


74 The Bouge of Courte. 

I knowe your vertue and your lytterkture 
By that lytell conninge that I haue 

Ye be maligned fore I you enſure 

But ye haue crafte your ſelfe alwaie to ſaue 

It is grete skorne to ſe a miſproude knaue 
With a clerke that conning is to prate 

Let them go, lowſe them in the deuilles date 


For all be it that this longe not to me 
Yet on my backe I bere ſuche lewde delyng 
Right now I ſpake with one I trowe I ſe 
But what a ſtrawe I maye not tell all thing 
By god I faie there is grete herte brenning 
Betwene the perſonne ye wote of Jou 
Alas I coulde not dele ſo with an yew 


I wold eche man were as playne as [ 
It is a worlde I ſaye to here of ſome 
J hate this fayninge fye upon it fye 
A man can not wote where to become 
I wis I coulde tell but humlery home 
I dare not ſpeke we be ſo layde awaite 
For all our courte is full of deſceite 


Now by faint Frauncys that holy man and frere 
I hate this wayes agayne you that they take 
Where I as you I wolde ryde them full nere 
And by my trouthe but yf an ende they make 
Yet wyll i ſaye ſome wordes for your fake 

That ſhall them angre I holde thereon a grote 
For ſome ſhall wene be hanged by the throte. 


I haue a ſtoppynge oyſter in my poke 
Truſte me and yf it come to a nede 
But I am lothe for to reyle a ſmoke 
Yf ye could be otherwyſe agrede 
And fo I wolde it were ſo god me {pede 


For this maye brede to a confuſyon 
Without god make a good concluſyon. 


Naye ſe where yonder ſtondeth the teder man 
A flaterynge knaue and falſe he iz god wote 
The dreuill ſtondeth to herken and he can 
t were more thryfre he bought him a new cote 
It will not be, his purſe is not on flote 
All that he wereth it is borowed ware 
His wytte is thynne his hode is threde bare. 


More coula I faye but what this is ynowe 
Adewe till ſoone we ſhall ſpeke more of this 
Ye muſte be ruled as I ſhall tell you howe 
Amendes may be of that is now a mys 
And I am your ſyr ſo haue I blys 
To euery poynte that I can do or ſaye 
Gyue me your honde fare well and haue good daye 


Drede. 


G as he departed me fro 

e Came preſſynge in one in a wonder araye 
Er I was ware behynde me he ſayde bo 

Than I aſtonyed of that ſodeyne fraye 

Nerte all at ones I liked nothynge his playe 

For yf I had not quyckely fledde the touche 

He had plucte out the nobles of my pouche. 


He was truſſed in a garmente ſtrayte 
baue not ſene ſuche an others page 
For he coude well upon a casket wayte 
s body all pounſed and garded lyke a cage 
yghte lyme fynger he toke none other wage 
larken quod he lo here myne honde in thyne 
0 vs welcome thou art by faint Quyntyne. 


A 


5 . Diſceyte, 
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Woo is hym that is blynde and maye not ſe 
But to here the ſubtylte and the crafte 


Who deleth with ſhrewes, hath nede to loke about. 


Me thought I ſe lewde felowes here and there 
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Diſceyte. H. 


BY dy that lorde that is one two and thre 
I haue an errande to rounde in your ere 


He tolde me fo by god ye may truſt me 


Parte remembre whan ye were t lp 
There I wynked on you, wote ye not wher 
In (A) loco I mene iuxta (B) | 


As I ſhall tell you yf ye will harke agayn 

And whan I fawe the horſons wolde you hafte 
To holde myne honde by god I had greate payne 
For forthwyth there I had hym ſlayne 

But that I drede, mordre wolde come oute 


Drede. 


AND as he rounded thus in myne ere 
Of falſe colluſion confetryd by aſſente 


Came for to {lee me of mortall entente 

And as they came the ſhypborde faſt I hente 
And thoughte to lepe, and euen with that woke 
Caughte penne and ynke and wrote this lityll boke 


I wolde therewith-no man were myſcontente 


Beſechynge you that ſhall it ſe or rede 1 
In every poynte to be indyfferente Ye 
Syrh all in ſubſtaunce of ſlumbryng dooth procede Fal 
I wyl not ſaye it is matter in dede Yo 
But yet oftyme, ſuch dremes be founde trewe An 


Now conſtrewe ye, what is the reſydewe. 
Thus endeth the Bouge of Courte. 


S KEL- 


WE4Y 
SKELTON LAUREATE, Ge. 


Hod the douty Duke of Albany lyke a cow- 
arde knvght, ran awaye ſhamfully with 
an hundred thouſande tratlande Scottes 
and faint harted Frenchemen ; be/ide the 
water of Twede, &c. 


Eioyſe Englande 
R And vnderſtande = | 
Theſe tidings newe 1 

Whiche be as trewe | Ry 
As the goſpel! : | | 
This Duke ſo fell Of Albany if 
25 So cowardly 1 

Of the ſcottyſhe cooſt SI 18 
bout. For all theyr booſt 

Fledde lyke a beeſt. 

Wherfore to ieſte IN, 

Is my delyght = 

Of this cowarde knyght - 

And for to wright 

In the diſpyght 

Of the Scottes ranke 


Of Huntley banke 
cc Of Lowdyan. Of Locryan 
KC And the ragged ray 1 
Of Galaway. 
Dunbar, Dunde 


Ye ſhall trowe me 

Falſe Scottes are ye 
Your hartes ſore faynted 
And fo attaynted 


ede 


E 3 


(73) 
Lyke cowardes ſtarke 
At the caſtell of Warke 
By the water of Twede 
Ye had euill ſpede. 
Lyke cankerd curres 
Ye loſte your ſpurres 
For in that fraye 
Ye ranne awaye 


With hey dogge hay. 


For ſir William Lyle | | -- Ye 
Within ſhorte whyle PEE NV 
That valiaunt knyght In 
Putte you to flyght 

By his valyaunce 
Two thouſande of Fraunce 80 
There he putte backe : In 
To Jour great lacke O 
And vtter ſhame U 
Of your Scottysſhe name. e 0 
6 

Tour chefe Cheftayne r 
Voyde of all brayne * 
Duke of all Albany . Eu 
Than ſhamefuly 1 | Sh 
He reculed backe . Fo 
To his great lacke 25 H. 
Whan he herde tell Fo 
That my Lorde Arrell © | Tt 
| Was comyng downe Bu 
| To make hym frowne Ar 
| And to make hym lowre Tl 
| With the noble powre EC 
Of my lorde Cardynall T Ar 
| As an hooſt royal! An 
After the auncient manner 6 Ot 


With fainct Cutberdes banner W 


(79) 
And faint William's alſo 
Your capitayne ranne to go 
To go to go to go 
And brake vp all his hooſt 
For all his crake and boſt 
Lyke a cowarde knyght 


He fledde and durſt nat fyght . 


He ranne awaye by night 


But now muſt I 
Your Duke aſcry, Of Albany 
| With a worde or twayne 
In ſentence playne: 


Ye Duke ſo doutty 
So ſterne ſo ſtoutty 
In ſhorte ſentens 
Of your pretens 
Whar is the grounde: 
Breuely and rounde 
To me expounde 


Or els wyll I 
. 
Shewe as it is 
For the cauſe is this 
Howe ye pretende 
For to defende 
The yonge Scottyſne Kyng 
But ye meane a thyng 
And ye coude bryng 
The matter about 
To putte his eyes out 
And put hym downe 
And ſet hys crowne 
On your owne heed 
Whan he were deed 


Fl E 4 


Such 
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( 8 ) 


Such trechery: And trayto 
Is all your 3 TE 
Thus ye haue compaſt 
With the Frenche 5 
A fals rekenyng 
To enuade Englande 
As I vnderſtande. 

But our Kyng royall 
Mer ny _ ouer all 1 
oble the e 

Shall aſt a beyie ” 
And ſette ſuche a ſnare 
That ſhall caſt you in care 
Bothe Kyng Fraunces and the 
That knowen ye ſhall be 
For the mooſt recrayd 
Cowardes afrayd 
And falſeſt forſworne 

| euer were borne. 


O ye wretched Scottes 
Ye puaunt pyſpottes 
It ſhalbe your lottes 
To be knytte vp with knottes 
Of halters and ropes | 
About your traytours throtes: 
O Scottes pariured 
Unhaply vr 4 
Te may be aſſured. 
Your falſhod diſcured 
It is and ſhal be. From the Scottiſh ſe 
Unto Gabione 
/ For ye be falſe echone 
Falſe and falſe agayne 
Neuer true nor playne 
But flery, flatter and fayne 
And euer to remayne 


- | (1) 


In wretched beggary 
l b lilac, 
In louſy lothſumneſſe 
And ſcabbed ſcorffyneſſe 


And in abhominacion 5 
Of all maner of nacion 7 
Nacion mooſt in hate 
Proude and poore of ſtate: 


| 'Twyt Scot go kepe thy den 
Mall nat with Englyſhe men 
Thou dyd nothyng but barke 
At the caſtell of Warke: 
Twyt Scot yet agayne ones 
We hall breke thy bones 
And hang you vpon polles 
And byrne you all to colles 
| With twyt Scot, twyt Scot twyt 
Walke Scot go begge a byt | 
Of brede, at ylke mannes hecke 
Thefynde Scot breke thy necke 
Twyt Scot agayne I ſaye 
Twyt Scot of Galaway 
| Twyt Scot, ſhake thy dogge hay 
Twyt Scot thou ran away 
We ſer nat a ffye 
By your Duke of Albany 
We ſet nat a 
By ſuche a dronken drane 
We ſet nat a myght 
By ſuch a cowarde knyght 
Suche a proude palyarde 
Suche a skyrgaliarde 
Suche a ſtarke cowarde 
& Suche a proude pultrowne 
Suche a foule Coyſtrowne 
Suche a doutty ayne 
E $5 


(82) 


Sende him to Fraunce agayne 

To bring with hym more brayne 

From Kynge Fraunces of Frauns 

God ſende them bothe myſchauns: 
Ye Scottes all the rable 

Ye ſhall neuer be hable 

With vs for to compare 

What though ye ſtampe and ſtare . 

God ſende you ſorow and care 
With vs whan euer ye mell 

Let we bear away the bell 

Whan ye cankerd knayes 

Muſt crepe into your caues 


Your heedes for to hyde, 4 


For ye dare nat abyde. 
Sir Duke of Albany 

Right inconuenyently 
Le rage and ye raue 
And your 2 depraue 
Nat lyke duke Hamylcar 
With the Romayns that made war 
Nor lyke his ſonne Hanyball 
Nor lyke Duke Haſdruball 
Of Cartage in Aphrike 

Yet ſomwhat ye be lyke 
In ſome of their condicions 
And their falſe ſeaycions 
And their dealyng double 
And their weywarde trouble : 
But yet they were bolde 
And manly many folde 
Their enemyes to aſſayle 

In playn felde and battayle. 

But ye and your hooſt 

Full of bragge and booſt 
And full of waſte wynde 
Howe ye wyll beres bynde 


| And 


| And 


Yet ye dare do nothynge 


But lepe away lyke frogges 
And hyde you vnder logges 


I yke pygges and lyke-hogges 
And lyke maungy dogges. 
What an army were ye? 
Or what actyuyte ? 
Is in you beggers braules 
Full of ſcabbes and ſcaules: 
Of vermyne and of lyce 
And of all maner vyce. 

Syr Duke: nay ſyr ducke 


Syr drake of the lake : fir ducke 
Of the donghyll, for ſmall lucke 


Ye haue in feates of warre 


Ye make nought but ye marre 


Ye are a fals entruſar 

And a fals abuſar 

And an vntrewe knyght 

Thou haſt to lytell myght 
Agaynſt Knglande to fyght 
Thou art a graceles wyght 
To put thy ſelfe to flyght 

A vengeaunce and diſpight 
On the muſt nedes lyght 


That durſt nat byde the ſight 


Of my Lorde Armrell 

Of chiualry the well 

Of Knighthode the floure 

In every marciall ſhoure 
The noble Erle of Surrey 
That put the in ſuche fray 
Thou durſt no felde derayne 
Nor a batayle mayntayne 
With our ſtronge captaine 
For you ran home agayne 


(83) 
And the deuyll downe dynge 


re 


— 
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(94) 
For feare thou ſhoulde be Gyno 
Lyk a Scottyſhe keteryng 
That durſt abyde no reknyng 
Thy hert wolde nat ſerue the 
The fynde of hell mot ſterue the 

No man hath harde 
Of _ a oO 
And ſuch a mage 
Caried in a cage s | 

Ass it were a cotage 
Or of ſuche a mawment 
Caryed in a tent 
In a tent: nay nay 
But in a mountayne gay 
Lyke a great hill: for a wyndmit 
Therein to couche ſtyll 
That no man hym kyll 
As it were a gote 
In a ſhepe cote 
About hym a parke 
Of a madde warke | 
Men call it a toyle 
Therin lyke a royle 
Sir Dunkanye dared 
And thus ye prepared 

Youre carkas to kepe 
Lyke a ſely ſhepe 
A ſhepe of Cottyſwolde 
From rayne and from colde 
And from raynning of rappes 
And ſuche after clappes 
Thus in your cowardly caſtell 
Yedecte you to dw 
Such a captayne of fors 
He made no great fors 
If that ye had tane 
Your laſt deedly bane 

I 


( 3s ) 
With a gon ſtone 
To make you to grone 
But hyde the fir Topias 
Nowe into the caſtell of Bas 
And lurke there lyke an as 
With ſome Scotyſhe as 


With dugges dugges dugges 
1 ſhrewe thy Scottiſhe lugges 


Thy munpynnys and thy crag 
For thou can not but brag 
Lyke a Scottyſhe hag 
Adue nowe fir wrig wrag 
Adue fir dalyrag 

Thy mellyng is but mockyng 
Thou mayſt giue vp thy cocking 
Gyue it up. And cry creke 


Luke an huddy peke: 


Whereto ſhuld I more ſpeke 
Of ſuche a farly freke N 
Of ſuche an horne keke 
Of ſuche an bolde captayne 
That dare nat turne agayne 
Nor durſt nat crak a worde 
Nor durſt nat drawe his ſwerde 
Agaynſt the lyon white 
But ran away quyte 
He ran away by nyght 
In the owle flyght 
Lyke a cowarde knyght 
Adue cowarde adue 
Fals knight and mooſte vntrue 


I render the fals rebelle 5 


To the flingande fende of helle. 
Harke yet ſir Duke a worde 
In erneſt or in borde : 
What haue ye villayn forged 2 
And virulently dyſgorged 
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(86) 
As though ye wolde parbrake 


Your auauns to make 

With words enboſed 

_ Ungraciouſly engroſed - 

Howe ye wyll vndertake 

Our oyall Kyng to make 

His owne realme to forſake 

Suche lewde langage ye ſpake : 
Sir Dunkan in the deuill waye 

Be well ware what ye fay, 

Ye ſaye that he and ye 

Whyche he and ye? let ſe 

Ye meane Fraunces French Kyng 

Shulde bring abour that thing 

I fay thou lewde lurdayne 

That neyther of you twayne 

So hardy nor ſo bolde 

His countenaunce to beholde 

If our mooſt royall Harry 

Lyſt with you to varry 

Full ſoone ye ſhould miſcary 

For ye durſt nat tarry 

With hym to ſtryue a ſtownde 

If he off you but frounde 

Nat for a thouſande pounde 

Ye durſt byde on the grounde 

Ye wolde ryn away rounde 


And cowardly tourne your backes 


For all your comly crackes 
And for feare par caſe 
To loke hym in the face 
Ye wolde defoyle the place 
And ryn your way apace 
Thoughe I trym you thys trace 
With Englyſhe ſomwhat baſe 
Yet ſana voſter grace 
Therby I ſhall purchace 

I 


> => 
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80 


No 


Ty 
No diſpleſaunt rewarde 

If ye wele can regarde 

Your cankarde cowardneſſe 

And 1 our ſhamfull doubleneſſe 


Are ye nat frantyke madde ? 
And wretchedly beſtadde 
To rayle agaynſt his grace 
That ſhall bring you full bace 
And ſet you in ſuche caſe 
That bytwene you twayne 
There ſhalbe drawen a trayne 
That ſhalbe to your payne 
To flye ye ſhalbe fayne 
And neuer tourne agayne: 

What wold Fraunces our Friar ? 
Be ſuche a falſe lyar | 
So madde a cordylar 
So madde a murmurar _ 

Ye muſe ſomwhat vo far 

All out of joynt ye jar 

God let you neuer thriue 

Wene ye daucockes to driue 

Our Kyng, out of his reme 

Ge heme ranke Scot ge heme 
With ſonde Fraunces French Kyng 
Our mayſter ſhall you brynge 

[ truſt to lowe eſtate 


And mate you with chek mate: 


Your braynes are ydell 
It is time for you to brydell 
And pype in a quibyble 
For it is impoſſible 
For you to bring about 
Our Kyng for to drive out 


Of this his realme royall 


And lande imperiall 


(88 ) 
So.noble a Prince as he 
In all actyuite 
Of hardy merciall actes 
Fortunate in all his faytes : 


And nowe I wyll me dreſſe 

is yaliaunce to expreſſe 
Though inſufficient am I 

His grace to magnify 

And laude equiualently 

Howe be it loyally 

After myne allegyaunce 

My pen I will auaunce 

To extoll his noble grace | 

In ſpyght of thy cowardes face 

In ſpyght of King Fraunces 

Deuoyde of all nobles 

Deuoyde of good co 

Deuoyde of wyſdome fage 

Mad: frantyke, and ſauage 

Thus he dothe diſparage 

His blode with fonde dotage : 
A Prince to play the page 

It is a recheleſſe rage 

And a lunatyke ouerage 

What though my ſtile be rude? 

With trouthe it is ennewde 

Trouth ought to be reſcude 

Trouthe ſhould nat be ſubdude 


But nowe will I expounde 
What nobleneſſe dothe abounde 
And what honour is founde 
And what vertues be reſydent 
In our royall regent 
Our pereleſſe preſident 

Our Kyng moſt excellent: 


(89 ) 
In merciall prowes | 
| Lyke vnto Hercules 
In prudence and wyſdom 
| Lyke vnto * 
In his y Perſon 
Lyke 00 Ablclon 
In loyalte and foy 
Lyke to Ector of Troy 
And his glory to incres 
| Lyke to Scipiades 
In royal mageſte 
| Lyke vnto Ptholome 
Lyle to Duke Joſue 
And the valiaunt Machube : 


| Thatif I wolde reporte 
All the roiall forte 
Of his nobilyte 
| His magnanymyte 
His animoſite 
His fragalite 
His lyberalite 
His affabilite 
His human 
is ſtabilite 
His humilite , 
— ignite 
His royall dignyte, 
My ER ſmall 
For to recount them all. 
| What loſels than are ys 
Lyke cowardes as ye be 
To rayle on his aſtate 
With wordes inordinate. 


He rules his cominalte 
With all benignite 


(90) 
His noble baronage GT. 
He putteth them in corage 


To exployte dedes of armys 
To the . 4 and harmys 


Of ſuche as be his foos 
Whereuer he rydes or goos 
— — -- His ſubiectes he dothe ſupporte 
Maintayne them with comforte 
Of his moſte princely porte 
As all men can reporte: 6 
Than ye be a knappithe ſorte 5 


Et faitez a luy grant torte Hoy 
With your enboſed iawes Oue 
To rayle on hym lyke dawes T 
The fende ſcrache out your mawes: Wit 
All his ſubiectes and he Deſi 
Mooſt louyngly agre 3 The 
With hole hart and true mynde 
They fynde his grace ſo kynde T 
Wherwith he dothe them bynde Bart 
At all houres to be redy : Yet 
With hym to lyue and dye . Gro 
Their bodyes and their gode n 
And to ſpende their hart blode | 4, 
With hym, in all dyſtreſſe | 2 
Alway in redyneſſe. | Tha 
To aſſyſt his noble grace | 
In ſpyght of thy cowardes face 8 
Mook falſe attaynted traytour 
And falſe forſworne faytour. 7 
Auaunte cowarde recrayed 
Thy pride ſhalbe alayd | 
With fir Fraunces of Fraunce 6 
We ſhall pype you a daunce . 
Shall tourne you to myſchauns: Tha 


I rede you loke about 


For ye ſhalbe driven out * Thi 


* 
Of your lande in ſhorte ſpace 

We will ſo folowe in the chace 
That ye ſhall haue no grace 

For to tourne your face | 
And thus fainct George to borowe 
Ye ſhall haue ſhame and ſorowe. 
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Lenuoy. 1 

82 lytell quayre quickly | 
Shew them that ſhall you rede 1 
How that ye are lykely _ in 
Ouer all the worlds to ſprede : RB 
The fals Scottes for fred in 
With the Duke of Albany, e 1 
Beſide the water of Twede | - 1 


They fled full cowardly. 


Though your Engliſhe be rude 
Barreyne of eloquence | 
Yet breuely to conclude 
Grounded is your ſentence 
On trouthe, vnder defence £457 =p 
Of all trewe Englyſhemen Th 
This mater to credence Fl 

That I wrate with my pen. 


Skelton Laureat: ob/equious and loyal. 
To my lorde Cardynals right noble grace, &c. 


| Lenuoy. 
E O lytell quayre apace 
I In mooſt humble wyſe 
Before his noble grace 
That cauſed you to deuiſe 
[his lytel enterpriſe 


6 


92  Speake Parrot. 


And hym mooſt lowly pray 

In his mynde to compriſe 

Thoſe wordes his grace dyd ſaye 
Of an ammas gray. 


Je, Foy enterment 
En ſa bone grace. 


We boke cempiled by maifter Skelton, Peet 
. Laureate called Speake Parrot. 


Y name is parrot, a bird of paradiſe 
By nature deuiſed, of a wonderous kynd 
Dienteli dieted, with diuers delicate ſpice 
Tyl Euphrates that floud, driveth me into Inde 
Where men of that countrey, bi fortune me find 
And ſend me, to great Ladyes of eſtate = 
Then parrot muſt haue an almon or a date 


A cage curiouſly caruen, with filuer pin 
Properly painted, to be my couertowre 
A myrrour of glaſſe, that I may tote therin 
Theſe maidens ful mekely with many a diuers flour 
Freſhly they dreſſe, and make ſwete my boure 
With ſpeke parrot I prai you, ful courteouſſy thei ſay 


Parrot is a goodly byrd, a prety Popagey 


Wich my becke bent, my litle waͤnton eye 
My feders freſhe, as is the Emrawde grene 
About my necke a circulet, lyke the ryche rubye 
My lyttle legges, my fete both fete and cleane 

I am a minion, to wayt vpon the Quene 

My proper parrot, my lytle pretty foole 


With ladies I learne, and go with them to ſcole. 


Hah 


Steabe Parrot. 93 
Hagh, ha, ha, Parrot, ye can laugh pretely 


Parrot hath not dined, of al this long day 


Lyke your pus cat parrot can mute and cry 

In Lattyn, in Ebrew, Araby and Caldey 

In Greke tonge, parrot, can both ſpeake and ſaye 
As Percius that Poet, doth report of me 

Nuis expedivit pſitaco ſuum Chaire. 


Howſe Frenche of Parriſe, Parrot can learne 
Prononſynge my purpoſe, after my properte 
With perliez bien, Parrot ou perliz rien 


With Duche, with Spaniſh, my tonge can agre 


In Engliſh, to God Parrot can ſupple 


Chriſt ſaue King Henry the eight our roial King 


The red roſe in honour, to floriſh and ipring. 


With Katherin incomparable : our roial Quene alſo 
That pareles porngarnet Chriſt ſaue her noble grace 
Parrot ſauies, habler caſliliano 
With /i 4a//o de co/to, in Turkey and in Trace 
is conſilii expers, as teacheth me Horace 
Mele ruit ſua, whole dices at pregnaunte. 


My lady maiſters, dame Philology 


| Gave mea gift, in my neſt whan I lay 


To learne al language, and it to ſpeke aptely 
Now pardez mry, wax franticke ſom wen ſaye 
Proncles or freneſes, may not hold her way 

An almon now for Parrot, delicatly dreſt 

In ſalue faſta dies toto, their doth beſt 


Msdorata iuvant, but toto doth excede 
Diſcreſſion is mother of noble vertues all 
Maden agan, in Greke tonge we rede 
But reaſon, and wit wanteth their prouinciall 
When wilfulnes, is Vicar Generall 
Hee res acu tangitur, Parrot par ma fay 
Ticez vous Parrot, Teneꝝ vous coye. Beſy, 
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94 Steak Parrot. 


Beſy, beſy, beſy, and beſines agayne 
Due penſez voz Parrot, what meneth chis beſiſes 
Uitulus in Oreb, troubled Arons brayn | 
Melchiſedecke mercifull, made Moloc merciles 
To wiſe is no vertue, to medling, to reſtles 
In meaſure is treaſure, cum ſenſu marturato 
Ne ti ohe ſaung, ne tropo mato. 


Aram was fired, with caldies fire called Ur 
Job was brought up, in the land of Hus 
The linage of Lot, toke ſupporte of Aſſur 
Jereboſeth is Ebrue, who liſt the law diſcus 
Peace Parrot ye prate, as ye were ebrius 
Howſt the lyuer god, van hemrick ic ſeg 
In popeting grew peres, whan Parrot was an eg. 


What is this to purpoſe, ouer in a whinnin meg 
Hop Lobin of Lowdeon, wold haue a bit of bread 
The Jebet of Baldock, was made for Jacke leg 
A narow vnfethered, and without an hed 
A bagpype without blowyng, ſtandeth in no ſted 


Some run to far before, ſome run to far behinde 


Some be to churliſh, and ſome be to kynd. 


Ic dien ſerueth for Erſtrych fether 
Ic dien, is the language of the land of Beme 
In Affric tongue, Byrfa is a tonge of lether 
In Paleſtina, there is Jeruſalem 
Colluſtrum now for Parot, whit bred and ſwete creme 
Our I homaſe the doch trip, our Jenet ſhe doth ſhail 
Parrot hath a blacke beard, & a faire grene tayle 


Moryſh myne owne ſhelf, the oſtermonger fa 
Fate, fate, fate, ye tryſh water lag 
In flettering fables, men fynde but lytle fayth 
But moveatur terra. let the world wag 


Let ſyr wrig wrag, wraſtle wyth far declarag 
Every 


leate 
Thus « 
Vith! 
To dy 


Parr, 
Vichr 
ly del 
e a 

Farrot | 
ur Par 
houe: 


Ulula 
On is 
Laioni 
eleon 
Ted & 
O Ge 
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02 the 
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Speak Parrot. 


Euery man, after his maner of wayes 
Pawbe vene aruer, ſo the Welche man ſayes 


Such ſhredis of ſentence, ſtrowed in the ſhop } 
Of auncient Ariſtippus, and ſuch other mo 
gather together, and cloſe in my crip 
Of my wanton conceyt, unde depromo 
Dilemata dotta, in pedagogio 
Sacre vatum, wherot'to you I breake 
[ pray you, let Parrot haue lybertie to ſpeke: 


But ware the cat parrot, ware the falſe cat 
Vich who is there, a mayd, nay, nay, I trow 
Vare ryat Parrot, ware ryot, ware that 
ſ-are, meꝛte for Parrot: meate I ſay how 

Thus diuers of language, by learnyng I grow 
Vith bas me ſwete Parrot: bas me ſwete ſwete 
To divel amonge Ladies, parrat is mete. 


Parrot, Parrot, Parrot, praty popigay 

Vich my beke I can pyke, my lytle prety too 
ly delight is ſolas, pleaſure: diſport and play 
e a wanton when I will, I rele to and froo 
Parrot can jay, Ceſar, aue, alſo 

4r Parrot, hath no fauour to Eſebon 

houe all ocher byrdes, ſec Parrot alone. 


Ulula, Eſebon, for Jeremy doth wepe 

on is in ſadnes, Rachel ruly doth loxe 
L10nita, Jetro, our Moyles kepech hys ſhepe 
eon is gon, that Zalmane vndertoke 

rb & Zeb, of judicum rede the boke 

% Gebal, Amon, and Amoloch, harke, barke, 
urot pretendeth to be a bibll clarke. 


O Eſebon Eſebon, t the is come agayne 
on the regent amoreorum And 
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90 Speak Parrot. 


And hog that fat hog, or baſan dothe retayne 
The crafty coiſtroinus canaueorum 
And aſſilum, whilom, refugium miſerorum 

Non phanum ſed prophanum, ſtandetty in little ſted 
Ulula Eſebon, for iept is ſtarke ded. 


Eſtbon, Maribon, Wheſton, nexte Barnet 
A trim tram for an hors mil it wer a niſe thing 
Deintes for dammoyſels, Chaffer far fet 
Bo ho doth barkwel, but hough ho ruleth the ring 
From ſcarpary to tartari renoun therin doth ſpring 
Wich he ſaid, & we ſaid ich wot now what ich wot 
uod magnus eft dominus Tudas Scarioth. 


Ptholomie, and haly were cunnyng and wyſe 
In the vol vel, in the quadrant, and in the aſtroloby 


To prognoſticate truli the chaunce of fortunes diſe 


Some trete of their tirikis, ſome of aſtrology 
Some pſeudo propheta with Chiromancy 
If fortune be frendly, and grace be che guyde 
Honoure with renowne, will renne of that ſide 
Mann calm . 
In Greca 


Agaten quid para to. 


Let Parrot I pray you, haue liberty to prate 
For aurea lingua greca, ought to be magnifed 

If it wer cond perfitely, and aſter the rate 

As lingua latina, in ſchole matter occupied 

But our Grekis, their Greke ſo wel haue applicd 

I hat they cannot ſay in Greke, riding by the Wi 
How hoſteler, feiche my horſe a bottel of hay. 


Neither frame a ſilogiſme, in phrieſeſomorum 
Formaliter & grece, cum medio frming 
Our Grekes ye walow, in the waſhbol argolicorum 
For though ye can tel in Greke what is phormus 
Yet ye {cke out your Greke, in Capricorn 


For 


mg — 
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For they ſcrape out good ſcripture, and ſet in a gal 
Ye go about to amend, and ye mar all. 


Some argue, ſecundum quid ad ſimpliciter 
And yet he would be rekened, pro Ariopagita 
And ſome make diſtinctions, multipliciter 
Whether ita were before non, or non before ita 
Nether wiſe nor well lerned but like hermophradita 
Set Sophia aſide, for euery Jacke raker. 
And euery mad medler muſt now be a maker. 


In achademia Parrot, dare no probleme kepe 
For greciſari, ſo occupieth the chayre | 
That /aiinum fari, may fal to reſt and ſlepe 
And /yl-giſart, was drowned at Sturbridge faire 
Triulale, and quatriuials, fo ſore now they appair 
That Parrot that Popagay, hath pity to beholde 


How the reſt of good lerning, is roulled up and trolde 


Albertus de mods ſigni ficandi 


And Donatus, be dryuen out of ſchole 
Priſians hed broken, now handy dandy 

And interdideſcolos, is rekened for a fole 
Alexander, a gander of Menanders pole 
With da canſales, is caſt out of the gate 
And da racionales, dare not ſhew his pate, 


Plaut ſi in his comedies, a child al now rehers 
And medil with Quintilian, in his declarations 
That pety Caton, can ſcantly conſtrue a verſe 


With Aueto, in Greco, and ſuch ſolempn ſalutacions 


Can skantly the tenſis, of his conjugacions 
Setting their mindes, ſo much of eloquence 
That of theyr ſcole maters, loſt is the hole ſentence 


Now a nutmeg, a nutmeg, cum gariopholo 
For Parrot to pike pon, his brayne for to * 
= Swete 


_ — —ů — — J. — — 


98 Speake Parrot. 


Swete ſynamum ſtickes, and pleris commilſco 

In paradiſe, that place of pleaſure perdurable 

The progeny of Parrottis, wer faire and fauorable 

Now in valle Ebron, Parrot is fayne to fede 

Chriſt oroſſe and ſanct Nicolas, parrot be your good 

| ede 

The myrrour that I tote in, quaſi 3 

Vel quaſi ſpeculum, in Enigmate 

Elencum, or elles, Emtimaticum 

For logicions to loke on, ſomwhat ſophiſtice 

Retorcions and oratours, in freſhe humanite 

Support Parrot, I pray you which your ſuffrage ornat 

Of confuſe tantum, avoyding the checkmate 


But of that ſupoſicion, that called is arte 
Confuſe diſtrubitiue, as Parrot hath deuiſed 
Let every man, after his merit, take hys part 
For in this proces, Parrot nothing hath ſurmiſed 
No matter pretended, nor nothing enterpryſed 
But that metaphora, alegoria with all | 
Shall be his protection, his pauis and his wall. 


For Parrot is no churliſh chough nor no fleked py 
Parrot is no pendugum, that men call a carlyng 
Parrot is no woodcocke, nor no butterfly 

Parrot is no ſtamring ſtare, that men cal a ſtarling 
But Parrot is mine own dere harte, and my derling 
Melpomene the fair maid, ſhe burniſhed his beke 

I pray you let Parrot haue libertie to ſpeke. 


Parrot is a fayre byrde for a Lady 
God of his goodnes him framed and wrought 
Whan Parrot is dead ſhe doth not putrify 
Ye all thinge mortall ſhall turn vato noughte 
Except mannes ſoule, that Chriſt ſo dere bought 
That neuer may dye, nor neuer dye ſhall 


Make much of Parrot, that popegay royal. 


Par- 


Speake Parrot. is 99 


For that pereles Prynce, that Parrot did creat 

He made you of nothing, by his magiſty _ 

Point wel this probleme, that Parrot doth prate 

0d And remembre among, how parrot and ye 

de Shal lepe from this life, as merye as we be 3 
Pompe; pryde, honour, ryches and worldly luſte 
Parrot faith plainly, ſhall tourne all to duſt. 


Thus Parrot doth pray you 
With heart moſt tender 
mt | Io reken with this recule now 
And it to remember 5 
Pſitacus ecce cauo nec ſunt mea carmina phebs 
Digna ſcio Tameneſl 
Plena camena deo. 
decundum Skeltonida famigeratum 
In piereorum Catbalago numeratum 
Galathbea. 

Ttaque Conſolamini inuicem 

In uerbis iſtis. 

Candidi lectores callide callete 
py Heſtrum fauete, pſitacum. 

| Galathea. 

Now kus me Parrot, kus me, kus, kus, kus 
ng Gods bleſſing light on thy ſwete litle mus 
ng Vita & anima 
e 20e kai pſyche 
Aquinates Armen, 

Concubunt grece, Non 

eſt hic JOIN 5 

fica diftamina 
Ergo Suus plumbilamina 
Viel fpuria Vitulamina 
: Auertat hoc Vxzama, 

Amen amen 9 5 

and ſet to a. d. 
ar- F 2 
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100 Edward the fourth. 


And then it is amend 
Our new found a. b. c. 
Cum ceteris 
_ paribus, 


On the death of the noble Prince Kynge Ed- 
ward the forth, per Skeltonidem Lau- 
reatum. 


Iſeremini mei, ye that be my frendes 
This worlde hath formed me down to fall 
How may I endure when that every thynge 


What creature is borne, to be eternall (endes 


Now there is no more but pray for me all 

Thus fay I Edward, that late was your Kyng 
And xxiu. yeares ruled this imperiall, 
Some vnto pleaſure, and ſome to no likyng 
Mercy I aske of my miſdoyng 

What auaileth it, friends to be my fo 

Sith I can not reſiſt, nor amend your complaining 


Quia ecce nunc in puluere dormio. 


I ſlepe now in molde, as it is naturall 
As earth vnto earch, hath his reuerture 
What ordeyned God, to be terreſtriall 
Without recours, to the earth of nature 
Who to liue euer, may be ſure ed 
What is it to truſt, on mutabilite 

Sith chat in this world, nothing may indure 
For now am I gone, that late was in proſperite 
To preſume thervppon, it is but a vanitie 
Not certaine: but as a chery fayre ful of wo 
Raygned not | of late: in great felicite 

Et ecce nunc in puluere dormio. 


Where 
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There 


Edward the fourth. 


Where was in my lyfe, ſuch one as I 


While lady fortune with me had continuaunce 


Graunted not ſhe me, to have victory 


In England to raine, and to contribute Fraunce 
She toke me Y the hand, and led me a daunce 


And with her ſugred lips, on me ſmyled 
But what for her diſſembled countenaunce 
could not beware, til I was begiled 

Now from this world, ſhe hath me excild 
When I was lotheſt, hens for to go 

And I am in age, but as who faith a child. 
Et ecce nunc in puluere dormio. 


I had ynough, I held me not contente 
Without remembraunce, that I ſhould dye 


And more ouer to incroche, redy was I bente 


Iknew not how long, I ſhould it occupy 
I made the tower ſtronge, I wyſt not why 
I knew not to whom, I purchaſed Teterſall 


| Tamended Dover, on the mountayne hye 


And London I prouoked, to fortity the wal 
I made Notingam, a place royal 
Wyndſor, Eltam, and many other mo 


Let at the laſt, I went from them al 


Et ecce nunc in puluere dormio. 


Where is now, my conqueſt and victory 
Where is my riches, and my royal araye 
Where be my courſers, and my horſes hye 
Where is my myrth, my ſolas, and play 
As vanite to nought, al is wandred away 
O lady Beſſe, longe for me may ye cal 
For I am departed, til domes dax. 


But love ye that lord, that is ſoveraygne of all 


Where be my caſtels, and buildinges royall 
But Winſore alone, nowe L have no mo 
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102 Edward the fourth. 
And of Eton, the prayers perpetuall 


Et ecce nunc in puluere dormis. 


Why ſhoulde a man, be proud or preſume hye 


Sainct Bernard, therof nobly doth treate 


| Sythe a man, is nothing but a ſacke of ſtercorri 


And ſhall returne, vnto wormes meate 


 Whye, what came of Alexander the great 
Or elſſe of ſtronge Sampſon, who can tell 


Wher no wormes ordened, theyr fleſh to freat 
And of Salomon, that was of wit the well 
Abſolon, profered his heare for to ſel 

Yet for al his beutie, wormes eat him alſo. 
And I but late in honour did excell 


Et ecce nunc in puluere dormio, 


have played my pageyond, now am I paſte 
Ye wot wel all, I was of no great yeld 
This al thing concluded, ſhalbe at the laſt 


When death approcheth, then loſt is the felde 
When ſithen this worlde, me no longer up helde 


Nor nought wold conſerue me, here in my place 
In manus tuas domine, my ſpirite vp I yealde 
Humbly beſeching, the God of his grace 

O ye curteſſe commens, your hartes vnbrace 
Beningly now to pray for me alſo 

For right wel you know, your Kyng I was 

Et ecce nunc in puluere dormis. 


* 
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5 Skelton Laureate againſt the Scottes. 


Againſt the proud Scottes clatteryng 
That neuer wyll leave theyr tratlying 


Wan 
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Wan they the felde, and loſt their Kynge 
They may wel ſay, fye on that winning. 


O theſe fond Scottes. And tratling Scottes 

How they are blind. In their owne minde 
And will not know. Their overthrow 

At Branxſton more. They are ſo ſtowre 

So frantike mad. They ſay they had 

And wan the felde. With ſpeare and ſhield 

That is as trew. As blacke is blew 

And grene is gray. What euer they fa 

3 is 1 And cloſed in tad g 

That was theyr own King. Fy on that winning. 


At Floddon hilles. Oure bowes our bylles 
Slewe all the floure. Of theyr honoure. 
Are not theſe Scottes. Foles and fottes 
Suche boſte to make. To prate and crake 
To face to brace. All voyde of grace 
So proud of hart. So ouerthwart 
* So out of frame. So voyd of ſhame 
= As it is enrold. Wrytten and told 
Within this quaire. Who liſt to repair 
And ther in reed. Shal find in deed 
A mad reckening. Conſidering all thing 
That the Scottes may ſin. Fye on the winning 


When the Scotte lyued. 


12 Jemmy, ye ſcornefull Scot 
Is it come vnto your lot 
= ſolempne ſummer for to be 

t greeth nought for your degre 
Our Kyng of 1 for 2. 5 
Your ſoueraine Lord, our Prince of might 
Le for to ſend, ſuch a Citacion | 
It ſhameth al your n nacion 

| + 
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In compariſon, but Kynge ko 

Unto * Prince, ee 3 
Ve play Hop Lobbyn of Lowdean 

Ye ſhew ryght wel, what good ye can. 
Ye may be Lord of I. ocrian 

8 ſence you, with a frying pan 
Of Edingborow, and ſaincte Jonis towne 
Adieu ſyr ſommer, caſt of your crowne. 


When the Scot was ſlayne. 


{money I ſhall remember 


The mery moneth of September 

With the xi. day of the ſame 
For than began, our myrthe and game 
So that now I haue deuiſed 

And in my minde, I haue compriſed 
Of the proude Scot, Kyng Jemmy 
To wryte ſome lyttell tragedy 

For no manner conſideration = 

Of any ſorowful lamentation 


But for the ſpecial conſolacion 


Of al our royal Englyſh nacion 

Melpomene, O muſe tragediall 

Unto your grace, for grace now I call 

To guyde my pen, and my pen to enbibe 

Illumine me, your Poet, and your ſcribe 

That wich mixture of Aloes and bitter gall 

I may compound, confectures for Accordiall 

To angre the Scottes, and Iriſh kiteringes withal 

That late were diſcomfect, with battaile marcial 
Thalia, my muſe, for you alſo cal I 

To touche them with tauntes of your armonye 

A medley to make, of mirth with ſadnes 

The hartes of England, to comfort with gladnes 

And now to begyn, I wyll me adres 

Jo you reherſyng, the ſomme of my proces. 
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7 Ynge Jamy, Jemmy, Jocky my joye 
K nine our Kin: wy dil 2 
To you, nothing it did accor | 
To Summon our King, your ſoueraigne Lorde 
A Kyng a Summer, it was great wonder 
Know ye not ſuger, and falt aſonder 
Your Summer to ſaucye, to malepert 
Your harrold in armes, not yet halfe expert 
Ye thought ye did, yet valiauntlye 
Nor worth thre skippes of a Pye 
Syr skyr galyard, ye were ſo skit 
Your wil, than ran before your wyt. 
Your lege ye layd, and your aly 
Your franticke fable, not worth a fly 
Frenche Kyng, or one or other. 
Regarded you ſhould your lord your brother: 
Trowed ye fir Jemy, his noble grace 
From you fir Scot, would tourne his face 
Wich gup ſyr Scot, of Galawey 
Now is your pryce fall to decay 
Male vrid, was your fals entent 
For to offende your preſident 
Four Lord, your brother and your regent. 
In him is 6gured, Melchifedecke 
And ye were diſloyall Amalecke. 
He is oure noble Scipione 
Annoynted Kynge, and ye were none 
Iboughe ye vntrulye your father haue ſlayne 
His tytle is true, in Fraunce to raygne 
And ye proude Scot, Dunde, Dunbar 
Pardy ye were, his homager 
And ſuter to his Parliament 
For your vntruthe, now are ye ſhent 
Ye bare yourſelf, ſomwhat to bold 
Therfore ye loſt, your copy hold 
Ye were bonde tenent, to his eſtate 
Loſt is your game, ye are checke mate- 5 
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Unto the caſtell of Norram 

J underſtande, to ſone ye came 

At Branxſton more, and Flodden hilles 
Our Englyſh bowes, our Englyſh bylles 
Againſt you gaue ſo ſharpe a ſhower 
That of Scotland, ye loſt the flower 
The white Lyon: there rampaunte of moode 
He raged and rente out your hart bloude 
He the White, and you the Red 

The white there ſlewe the red ſtarke ded 
Thus for your guerdon quyt are ye 
Thanked be God in trinite 


And ſwete ſainct George our ladyes knyghte 


Your eye is oute, adewe good nyghte. 


Ve were ſtarke mad to make a fray 
His grace beyng out of the way 


But by the power and might of God 


For your tayle ye made a rod 


Le wanted wit, fir at a worde 
Le loft your ſpurs: ye loſt your ſword 


Ye mighte haue busked you to huntly bankes 
Your pryde was peuyſh to play ſuche prankes 
Your pouerte could not attayne 

With our Kyng royal, war to maintaine. 


Of the Kyng of Nauerne, ye myght take heed 
Ungraciouſly howe he dothe ſpeede 
An double dealynge, ſo he dyd dreame 
That he is Kynge, withoute a Reame 
And for exaumple, he woulde none take 
Experiens hath brought you in ſuch a brake 
Your wealthe, your joy, your ſport, your play 
Your braggyng boſt, your royal aray 
Your beard ſo brym, as bore at baye 
Your ſeven ſyſters, that Gun fo gay 
haue ye loſt, and caſte awaye. 1 
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Thus 


For lacke of grace, hard was your hap 


Ye were to hye, ye are caſt downe 


Cberubin, ſeraphim, ſeraphinque ergo, &c. 


| Their males. thereat ſhakynge 
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Thus fortune hath turned you: I. dare wel ſaye 
Now from a Kyng, to a clot of clay 


Oute of Robes, ye were ſhaked 
And wretchedly ye lay, ſtarke all naked 


The Popes cures, gaue you that clap.. 


Of the out yles, the rough foted Scottes 
We haue wel eaſed them of the bottes 
The rude rancke Scottes, lyke droncken Danes 
At Englyſh bowes haue fetched theyr banes 
It is not fitting, in tower and towne | 
A ſummer, to were a Kynges crowne . 
Fortune on you, therfore did frowne 
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dyr ſumner now, where is your crowne . 

Caſt of your crowne, caſt yp your crowne 

Syr Summer, now ye haue loſt your crowne 

Lud Skelton Laureate, Oratoure to the Kynges moſt » 
:oyal eſtate. | 


Cotia redactam formam prouinciæ 
I Regrs parebit nutibus Anglie : 
Alioquin (per deſertum ſin) ſuper Cherubim 


Unto divers people that remord this ryming againſle 
| the Scot Femmy. | 

Am now conſtrayned 

With wordes nothynge fayncd 
This inuectiue to make. For ſom people fake 
That lyſt for to iangell 
And waywardly to wrangell 
Againſte this my makynge 


At it reprehending. And venemouſly ſtingyng 
Rebukynge and remordyng 
nothynge accordynge 


Cauſe 
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Cauſe they haue none other 
But for that he was hys brother 
Brother vnnaturall. Unto our Kyng royalt. ' 
Againſt whome he dyd fighte 
Faiilye agaynit all ryghte 
Lyke that vntrue rebell 
Falile Cayne agaynſt Abell. 
But who ſo thereat pyketh mood. 
The tokens are not good 
To be true Englyſh blood 
For if they underſtood. = 
His traitourly diſpight 
He was a recrayed knighte 
A ſubtill ſyſmatike 
Righte neare an heritike 
Of grace out of the ſtate 
And died excommunicate 
And for he was a Kynge 
The more ſhameful rekenynge 
Of hym ſhoulde men reporte 
In earneſt and in porte 
He ſcantlye loueth oure Kynge 
That grudgeth at this thinge 
That caſte ſuche ouerthwartes 
Percaſe haue hollowe hartes. 


Si veritatem dico, quare nom creditis mibi. 
Chorus de Dys contra Scottes, cum omni 
5⁵roceſſiunali feſtiuitate ſolempmſauit hoc 
Epitoma. xii die Septembris. Qc. 


I Alue fefla dies toto reſonabilis æuo 
Dua Scottus Iacobus obrutus en ſe cadit 
Barbara Scottorum gens perfida plena malorum 
Vincitur ad Norram, uertitur inque fugam 


Vale 
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Fafa palus ſed campeſtris ( borie mernratur 


Branxion more) ſcottins terra peroſa fuit 


 Settica caſtra fremunt Floddun ſub montibus altis; 


QAuæ Valide inuadens diſſipat angla manus 

Millia Scottorum trufit gens anglica paſſim 
Luxuriat tepido ſanguine pinguis bumus 

Pars animas miſeri miſeras, miſere ſub umbras 
Pars ruit in foueas, pars ſubiit latebras 

lam quid agit Jacobus, damnorum germine cretus. 
Perſidus. Vt nemroth lapſus ad ima ruit 

Dic modo Scottoram dudum maleſane malorum- 
Rector nunc regeris mortuus exce iaces 

Sic Leo te Rapidus Leo candidus inclitus urſit 
Quo Leo in Rubins ultima fata luis 

Anglia duc chereas reſonent tua tympana pſallas 
Da laudes Domino. Da pia vota Deo. 


Bec Lanreatus Skeltonis Regine orator 
Chorus dedis. &c. ſuper triumphali vi- 
ctoria contra Galles, & c. cantauit ſolem- 
niler hoc Elogium in profeſto diui JIoban- 


ns ad decollationem. 


Alue fefla dies toto memorabilis aus: 
Dua rex Henricus Gallico bella premit” 
Henricus rutilans Oftauus hoſtis in armis 
Tir winne gentis mærnia flrauit humi 
Sceptriger Anglorum bello validiſſimus hector 


Francorum gentis colla ſuperba terit 


De Cleremount clarus dudum dic galle ſuperbe- 


Vnde ſuperbus eris ? carcere nonne gemis ? 
Diſcite Francorum gens cetera capta, Britannum 


Noſeite magnanimum,. ſubdite auſque ſibi 
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110 Ware the Hawke. 
Ghria Cappadocis diuæ miles gue Marie 
Ilius hic ſub ope Gallica regna reget. 
Hoc inſigne bonum diuino Numine geſtum 
Anglica gens referat ſemper, ouanſque canat 
Per Skeltonida Laureatum, 
Oratorem Regium. 


Here after foloweth the booke, intituled, 
Ware the Hawke. 


Prologus Sheltonidis Laureati ſuper Ware the Hawke, 


His worke deuiſed is 
For ſuch as do amis 

And ſpecially to controule 
Suche as haue cure of ſoule 
That be ſo farre abuſed 
They cannot be excuſed 
By reaſon nor by lawe 
But that they play the dawe 
To hawke or elſſe to hunte 
From the Aulter to the funte 
With crye vnreuerente 
Before the Sacramente 
Within the holy church boundis 
That of our faith, the ground is 
That pryeſt that hawkes ſo. 
All grace is farre him fro 
He ſemeth a ſiſmatike 
Or elſſe an heritike 
For faith in him is faynte 
Therefore to make complaynte 
Of ſuche myſaduiſed 
Parſons, and diſgiſed 
This boke we haue deuiſed 
Compendiouſlye compriſed | 


No 
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Ware the Hawke. 
No good prieſt, to offend 
But ſuch dawes to amend 


In hope that no man ſhall 
Be miſcontent withall. 


Shall you make relacion 
By waye of apoſtrofaction 
Under ſupportacion 

Of your pacient tolleracion 
How I Skelton Laureat 
Deuiſed and alſo wrate 

Upon a lewde Curate 

A parſon beneficed 

But nothing well aduiſed 

He ſhall be as now nameles 
But he ſhall not be blameles 
Nor he ſhall not be ſhameles 
For ſure he wrought amis 
Tohawke in my churche of Dis 
This fonde frantike fauconer 
With hys poluted pawtner 

As prieſt vnreuerent 
Straight to the Sacrament 

He made his Hawke to fly 
With hogeous ſhowte and crye 
The hyeaulter he ſtrypt naked 
There on he ſtode and craked 
He ſhoke down al the clothes 
And ſware horrible othes 
Before the face of God 

By Moyſes and Arons rod 

Or that he thence yede 

His hawke ſhould pray and fede 
Upon a pigeons mawe 

The bloude ran downe raw 
Upon the auter ſtone 


Ide hawke tyred on a bonne 


N 
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And in the holy place | 1 
She muted there a chace WI 
Upon my corporas face But 
Such ſacrificium laudis Ag 
He made with ſuch gambawdis. 
Olſervate. 
His ſecond Hawke waxed gerye * 5 
And was with flying wery 12955 | _ 
She had flow in ſo oft 1755 
That on the rode loft | 994 
She perked her to reſt But 
The Fauconer then was preſt, His 
Came running with a dow He 
And cryed ſtow ſtow ſtow His 
But ſhe would not bowe 70 
He then to be ſure e nt 
Called her with a lure x Bur 
Her meate was very crude Dor 
She had not wel endude Bok 
# She was not cleane enſaymed | Alt 
She was not wel reclaymed | ts 
But the fawconer unfayned Fel 
Was much more febler brained | 
The hawke had no lyſt > | | 
To come to his fyſt Wir 
She loked as ſhe had the fronce | The 
With that he gave her a bounce My 
Ful vpon the gorge Thy 
I wyl not fayne nor forge The 
The hawke with chat clap The 
Fell down wich euil hap BT The 
The church dores wer ſparred Tol 
Faſt bolted and barred Nog | My 
| Yet with a prety gin In th 
1 fortuned oo „ 


This 


Ware the Harte. 


This rebell to beholde 
Whereof hym I contrould 
But he ſayd that he wolde 
Agaynſt my mynde and will 
In my churche hawke ſtyll. 


Conſiderate. 


On ſainct John decollacion 


He hawked on this facion 
Tempore, veſperarum 

Sed, non ſecundum Sarum 
But like a marche harum 
His braynes were ſo parum 
He ſayde he would not let 
His houndes for to fet 

To hunte there by lyberte 
In the di ſpite of me 


And to halowe there the foxe 


Downe went my offeryng box 
Boke bel and candell 

Al that he might handell 

Croſs ſtaffe, lectrine and banner 
Fel done on thys manner. 


| = Deliberate; 
With troll, citrace and trouy- 
They ranged hankin bou ß 
My church all about 

Thys fawconer gan ſhoute 
Theſe be my goſpellers 
Theſe be my piſtillers 

Theſe be my queriſters 

To help me to ſinge 

My hawkes to mattens ring 
In this prieſtly giding 

His hawke then flew vpon 
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114 Ware the Hawke. 
The rode with Mary and John 


Delt he not lyke a fon 
Delr he not lyke a daw 

Or elſſe is this Goddes law 
Decrees or Decretals 

Or holy ſinodals 


Or elſſe prouincials 


Thus within the wals 
Of holy churche to deale 
Thus to ringe a peale 
With his hawkes belles 
Doutles ſuche loſels 

Make the church to be 
In ſmal aucthorite 

A curate in ſpeciall 

To ſnapper and to fall 
Into this open crime 
To loke on this were time 


Vigilate. 
But who ſo that lokes 

In the officials bokes 

Ther her may ſee and reed 
That this is matter in deed. 
How be it mayden meed 
Made them to be agreed 
And ſo the ſcribe was feed 
And the Pharaſaye 

Than durſt nothing fay 

But let the matter lip 

And made truth to trip 
And of the ſpirituall law 
They made but a gew gaw 
And toke it out in drynke 


And this the cauſe doth ſhrink 
The church is thus abuſed 


Reproched and polluted 


Correction 


Ware the Hawke. | 115 


Correction hath no place 
And al for lacke of grace 


Deplorate. 


Loke now in Exod: 

And de arca domini 
With regum by and by 
The Bibel wyl not lye 
How the temple was kept 

How the temple was ſwept 
Where ſanguis taurorum 
Aut ſanguis vitulorum 
Was offered within the wals 
After ceremonials 
When it was poluted 
Sentence was executed 
By way of expiacion 


| Diuimitate. 
Then much more by the rode- 

Where Chriſtes precious bloud 
Daily offred is 
To be poluted this 
And that he wiſhed with all 
That the downes donge downe 

might fall 
Into my chalis at mas | 
When conſecrated wass 
The bleſſed facrament 
O prieſt unreverent 
He ſayde that he would hunt 
From the aulter to the Funt 
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Reformate.. 


Of no tyrande I rede 
That ſo farre dyd excede ; 
ection i Neither 
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Neither yet Diocleſian 
Nor yet Domiſian 
Nor yet croked Cacus 
Nor yet dronken Baccus 
Nother Olibrius Nor Dioniſius. 
Nother my 
Reherſed in valery 
Nor Sardanapall _ 
Unhappieſt of all 
Nor Nero the worſt 
Nor Clawdius the curſt 


Nor yet Egeas | 4 
Nor yet ſyr Pherumbras | 
Nother Zorobabell To 
Nor cruell Jeſabell | Wh 
Nor yet Tarquinius 
Whome Titus Liuius 
In writinge doth enroll Nis 
J have red them poll by poll 
The ſtorye of Ariſtobel 18. 


And of Conſtantinobel 
Whiche citye Miſcreantes wan 
And ſlue many a chriſten man 
Vet the Sowden nor the Turke 
Wrought neuer ſuch a worke 


For to let their hawkes flye | v 
In the church of Saint Sophy The 
With much matter more | Int 
That J kepe in ſtore : For 
C 

Penſitate. I 

Tuben in a tabel playne | Ye 
I wrote a verſe or twayne The 
Whereat he made diſdayne | You 
The pekyſhe. parſons brayne To 


Coulde not reache nor attaine In 


What 


Ware the Hawhe. 117 
What the ſentence mente 
He ſayde for a croked intent 
The wordes were paruerted 
And this he ouerthwarted 
Of the whiche proceſſe 
Ye maye knowe more expreſſe 


If it pleaſe you to loke 
In the reſidue of this booke. 


Here after followeth the Table. 


Oke on this tabul | 1 
+, Whether thou art abul | 
To rede or to ſpel 
What theſe verſes tel. 


Sicculo lutueris et colo bunraard 
Nixphedras uiſarum caniuter tauntantes. 
Raterplas Natanbrianum ſudus itnugenus, 


18. 10. 2. 11, 19. 413» $. „% 44“ 


Cartula ſtet precor hc wello temeranda petulco 
Hos rapiet Numeros non homo ſs mala bos. 
Ex parte. Rem carte aduerte aperte, fone muſam 


 arithuſam hanc. 


Whereto ſhoulde I rehers 
The ſentence of my vers. 
ln them be no ſcholes 
For braynſicke franticke foles 
Conſtruas hoc, domine Dawcocke. 
Ware the hawke. 
| Maiſter Sophiſta 
Ye ſimplex, 
The De the ee 
You hawke on your fiſta 
To hawke when your liſta 


In ecclefia iſta domine cacapi/ti | 
| With 


118 Ware the Hawke. 
With thy hawke on thy fiſty 
Nunguid fic dixiſti. 
Sed vbi hoc legiſti 
Aut vnde hoc, doctor Dawceocke. 
Ware the hawke. 
Doctor Dialetica 
| Where finde you in Ipotetica 
Or in Cathagoria. Latina, ſiue dorica 
To vie your hawkes, forica 
In propictatorn, tanguam, diuerſoris 
Unde hoc, domine Dawcoke. 
Ware the hawke. 
Saye to me Jacke Haris 
Duare accuparis ad ſacramentum altaris 
For no reuens thou ſpares 
To ſhake my pygeons federis 
Super arcam federis 
nde hoc, doctor Dawcocke 
Ware the hawke. 
Sir dominus vobiſcum Par aucupium 
Le made your hawke to cum 
Deſuper candelabrum 
Chriſti crucifiæxi 
To fede vpon your fiſtye 
Dic ini mice crucis Chrifti. Ubi didici ifti 
Facere hoc, domine Dawcocke 
Ware the hawke. 
Apoſtata Fulianus 
Nor yet Neſtorianus 
Thou ſhalt no where rede 
That they dyd ſuch a dede 
To let theyr hawkes fly 
Ad oftium tabernaculi 
In quo eft corpus Domini 
Caue hoc, doctor Dawcocke 
Ware the hawke. 
This goutleſle ye raued 


Nunquid fic feciſti 


Dis 


Ware the Hawke, 


Dis churche ye thus depraued 
Wherfore as I be ſaued 
Yeare therefore be knaued 
Yuare, quia euangelia 
Concha, et conchelia 
Aucipiter, & ſonalia 
Cetera, quoque talia 
Tibi ſunt equalia 
Unde hoc domine Dawxocke 
Ware the hawke. 
Et relis et ralis et reliqualis 
From Granado to Galis 
From Winchelſee to Wales 
Non eſt brainſicke tales 
Nec minus racionalis. Nec magis beſtis 
That ſingges with a chalis 
Cin/truas hoc doctor Dawcocke 
Ware the hawke. | 
, witles ſmery ſmyth | 
ampar with your hammer vpon thy ſtyth 
And make _ of a {ickel or This | y iy 
ror though ye live a hundred yere ye ſhal dye a daw 
Ver valete doctor indiſcrete 


119 


Slellanis Apoſtrophat ad diuum Johannem decollatum in cuias 
Feraſeſto fiebat hoc aucupium. 


[lemoranda dies qua decolare Johannes Acupium facit 
haud quandam quod ſecerit infra eccleſiam de dis uio- 
lan; ſua ſacra ſacrorum rector de Whiphoſlocke doctor cognomi- 


nw Daucocke, & dominus Wadcocke, probatis. probat hic. 
robgt, hac hoc, | | 


| Libertas 


Dis 


3 


HBertas weneranda pils conceſſa poetis, diſcend eft que. 


cunque placent quecungue juwvabunt | te vel 4 


lent iuſtas defendere cauſas wel quacungue vi ent flolidos nor. 


dere petulcos. Ergo dabis weniam. 


> Onod Skelton Laureat. 


All noble men of this take hede 
And beleue it as your crede. 


1 haſtye of ſentence 


To fearſe for none offence 


To ſcarce of your expens 
To large in necligence 
To ſlacke in recompens 


To hawte in excellence 

To lighte intelligence 

And to lyghte of credence 
Where thele kepe reſidence 
Reaſon is banyſhed thence 
And allo dame Prudence 
With ſober pacience. 


All noble men of this take hede 
And beleue it as your crede 


Then wythoute colluſyon 
Marke well this concluſion 
Thorowe ſuche abuſion 
And by ſuche Illuſion 
Unto greate confuſion 
A nobell man may fall 
And hys honoure appall 
That yf ye thinke this ſhall 
Not rub you on the gall 
Then the deuill take all 
= nobell men of this take hede. Sc. 


| Nuud 


That time is, when people muſt liue upon the ſtore 


(ES 
uod Shelton Laureate. 


Ye may heare now, in this Rhime 
How euery thing, muſt haue a time. 

T Ime is a thing, that no man may reſiſt 
4 Timeis tranſitory, and Irreuocable 
Who faith the contrary, time paſſeth as him liſt 
Time muſt be taken, in ſeaſon couenable 
Take time when time is, for time is ay mutable 
All thing hath time, who can for it prouide 
Bide for time who wil, for time wil no man abidg 

Tyme to be fad, and time to play and ſporte 
Time to take reſt, by way of recreation 
Tyme to ſtudy, and time to uſe comfort 
Tyme of pleaſure, and time of conſolation 
Thus time hath his time, of divers maner facion 
Tyme for to eate and drynke, for thy repaſt 
Tyme to be liberall, and time to make no waſt 
 Tymeto travel, and time for to reſt — 
Time for to ſpeake, and time for to hold thi peace 
Time woulde be vſed, when time is beſt 
Time to begin, and time for to ceaſe 
And when time is, put thy ſelf in preaſe 
And when time is, to holde thy ſelfe a backe 

The rotes take their ſap, in time of vere 
in time of ſommer, floures freſhe and grene 
In time of harueſt, men their corne ſhere 
in time of winter the North wind waxeth kene 
So bitterly biting, the floures be not ſene 
The Kalendis of Janus, with his froſtes hore 


Quod Shelton Laureat. 


— 
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A prayer to the Father of heauen: 


\ Radiant luminary of light interminable _ 
Celeſtiall father, potenciall God of might 
G 
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Of heauen and earth. O Lorde incomperable 


Of al perfections the eſſenciall moſt perfighte 

O Maker of mankind, that formed day and night 
Whoſe power imperial, comprehendeth euery place 
Mine hart, my mind, my thought, my hole delite 
Is after this lyfe, to ſe thy glorious face. © 


Whoſe magnificence, is incomprehenſible 
Al arguments of reaſon, which far doth excede 
Whoſe deite doutles, is indiuiſible I 


From whom al goodnes, and vertue doth procede 


Of thy ſupport, al creatures have nede 

Aſſiſt me good Lord, and graunt me of thy grace 
To live to thy pleaſure, in word thought and dede 
And after this lyfe to ſee thy glorious face. 


To the ſeconde Parſone. 
Benigne Jeſu, my ſouerain Lorde and Kynge 


The only ſonne of God, by filiacion 
The ſecond parſon, without beginni 


Both God and man, our faith maketh plain relacion 


Mary the mother, by way of incarnacion 
Whoſe glorious paſſion, our ſoules doth reuiue 
Again al bodely, and ghoſtly tribulacion 


_ Defend me with thy piteous woundes five 


O pereles Prynce, paynted to the death 
Rufully rent, thy body wan and blo 
For my redempcion, gaue vp thy vytal breathe 
Was neuer ſorow, lyke to thy deadly wo 
Graunt me, out of this world when J ſhal go 


Thine endles mercy, for my preſeruatiue 


Againſt the world, the fleſh, the deuill alſo 


| Defende me with thy piteous woundes five, 


6 To 
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To the Holy Gheft. 


O. Firy * inflamed with all grace 
hertes, with brandes charitable 


| The cn yr of pleaſure and ſolace 
To the Father, and the Son, thou art communicable 


In vnitate, which is inſeperable 
O water of lyfe, O wel of conſolacion 

al ſuggeſtions deadly, and dampnable 
Reſcu me good Lorde, by your preſeruacion. 


To whome is appropryed, the Holy Ghoſt by name 


The third parſon, one God in Trinite 
Of perfyt loue, thou art the ghoſtlye flame 
O mirrour of mekenes, peace and tranquilitye 


My confort, my counſel, my parfit 2 
O water of 1 yfe, O wel of conſolacion 


Againſt all — of hard adverſitie 


Reſcu me _ _ by thy preſeruation. 


Nod Shelton Laureate: 


"Hows after foloweth the boke called Elinour 
Rumming. | | 


The tunnyng of Elynour Rumming. 
Per Skelton Laureate. 


IT you I chill 
If that ye wyll 
A whyle be {till 
Of a comelye gyll 

That dwelt on a hyll 


G 2 


124 Elinour Rumming, 
But ſhe is not gryll 
For ſhe is ſomewhat ſage 
And well worne in age 
For her viſage 
It woulde aſſwage 
A mannes cou 
Her lothelye leare 
Js nothynge cleare 
But vglye of cheare. 
Droupye and drowſye 
Scurvy and lowWſy 
Her face all bowſy 
Comelye crinckled 
Wonderouſly wrynkled 
Lyke a roſte pigges eare 
Bryſtled _ here 
er lewde lyppes twayne 
They ſlauer — ſayne 4 
Lyke a ropye rayne 
A gummy glayre 
She is vglye fayre 
Her noſe ſome dele hoked 
And camouſlye croked 
. ſtoppi | 
ut euer dropp 
Her skin loi and facke 15 
Grained like a ſacke 
With a croked backe 
Her eyen gowndye 
Are full vnſowndy 
For they are blered 
And ſhe graye heared 
Jawed lyke a Jetty 
A man would have pity 
Io ſe how ſhe is gumbed 
Fingured and thumbed 


Gently 
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Gently joynted | 
Greſed and annointed 
Up to the knockles 
The bones her buckles 
Together made faſte 
Her youthe is farre paſte 
Foted lyke a plane 
Legges like a crane 
And yet ſhe wyl iet 
Luke a iolly ſet 
In her furred flocket 
And gray ruſſet rocket 
With ſimper the cocket - 
Her huke of Lyncole grene 
It hadde bene hers I wene 
More then fortye yeare 
And ſo it dothe appeare 
And the grene bare thredes 
Locke iyke {C72 v, 
Wythered lyke Haye 
The woll worne awaye 
And yet I dare faye 
She thinketh her ſelfe gaye || 
Uppon the holye daye = 
When ſhe dothe her araye „ 
And girdeth in her getes | 
Stitched and pranked with pletes 
Her kirtell Briſtowe red 
With clothes vppon her heade 
That they way a ſowe of leade 
Wrythen in a wonder wiſe | a 
After the Sarazins giſe 
With a whim wham 
5 with a trim tram | | — 
Uppon her brayne * | * 
Like an Egiptian 2 | 
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Capped aboute 
Whan ſhe goeth oute 
Her ſelfe for to ſhewe 
She driueth downe the Dewe 8 
With a paire of heles 1 e | 
As brode as two wheles 
She hobbles as a Goſe 
With her blauket hoſe 
Her ſhone ſmered with talow 
Oreſed vpon dyrt 
That baudeth her skyrt 


Primus Paſſus. 


And this comely dame 

I vnderſtande her name 

Is Elynoure Rumminge 

At home in her wonnyng 
And as men ſay 

She dwelt in Sothray 
In a certaine ſtede 

By ſyde Lederhede 

She is a tonniſhe gyb 
The deuell and ſhe be ſib. 
But to make vp my tale 
She brueth noppy ale uh 
And maketh therof poorte ſale 
To trauellers, to tinkers 
To ſweters, to ſwinkers 
And all good ale drynkers 
That wyll nothinge ſpare . 
But dryncke tyll they ſtare 
And bringe them ſelfe bare 
With now away the mare 
And let vs ſley care 
As wiſe as an hare 


Elinour Rumming. 
Come who fo wil 1 15 
To Elinour on the hil 
With fil the cup fill 
And fit there by ſtill 
Earelye and late 
Thither commeth Kate 
Ciſlye and Sare 
With theyr legges bare 
And alſo theyr fete 2 
Hardely full vnſwete 
With their heles dagged 
Theyr kyrtelles all to iagged 
Theyr ſmockes all to ragged 
With titters and tatters 
Brynge dyſhes and platters 
With all theyr mighte runnyng 
To Elynoure Rummynge 
To haue of her tunninge 
She leaneth them of the ſame 
And thus beginneth the game 
Some wenches come vnbraſed 
Wych theyr naked pappes 
That flippes and flappes 
It wygges and it wagges 
Lyke tawny ſaffron bagges 
A ſorte of foul drabbes 
All ſcuruy with ſcabbes 
Some be flye bytten 
Some skewed as a kytten 
Some with a ſho cloute i 
Bynde their heades aboute b 
Some have no herelace | 
Theyr lockes about their face 
Theyr treſſes untruſte 5 
All full of vnluſte 
Some looke ſtrawrye 1 
Some cawrye mawrye 15 
64 | Full 0 
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Full untidye tegges 

Lyke rotten egges 

Such a lewde forte 
To Elynoure reſorte 

From tyde to tyde 

Abyde abyde 

And to you ſhall be toulde 
Howe her ale is ſoulde 

To mayte and to molde 


Secundus paſſus 


Some have no monye 
That thither commye 
For their ale to paye 
That is a ſhrewde aray 
Elinoure ſweared naye 
Ye ſhall not beare awaye 
My ale for noughte 
By him that me boughte 
With hey dogge haye 
Have theſe dogges awaye 
With gette me a ſtaffe 
The ſwyne eate my draffe 
Strike the hogges with a clubbe 
They haue dronk vp mi ſwilling tub 
For be there never ſo much preſe 
Theſe Swine go the hye deſe 
The ſowe with her pygges 
The bore his taile wrygges 
Againſt the hye bench. 
With fo, ther is a ſtench _ 
Gather vp thou wench. 
Seeſt thou not what is fall 
Take vp drit and all. 


And bears out of the hal 


1 
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God geue it il preuing. 
Clenly as euel cheuing 

But let us turne plain, 
Ther we left againe 
For as ill a patch as that. 
The hens run in the maſhfat 
For they go to rouſt 
Straight ouer the ale iouſt 
And donge whan it comm 
In the ale tunnes | 
Then Elinour taketh. 

The maſh bol and ſhaketh 
The hennes donge away. 
And skommerth it in a tray 
Where as the yelt is. 

With her maungy fiſtis 

And ſomtime ſhe blens 
The donge of her hennes 
And the ale together. 
And ſayth goſſip come hither 
This ale ſhal be thicker 
And floure the more quicker 
For I may tel you | 
| learned it of a Jewe 
Wham I began to brewe 
And I have founde it tre- 
Drinke nowe while it is new 
And ye may it broke 
It ſhall make you loke 
Yonger then ye be 
Yeres two or thre. 
For ye may prove it by me 
Behold ſhe ſayd and ſee 
How bright J am of ble 
Ich am not caſt away 

That can my husband faye 


Whan we kyſſe and playe 
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In luſte and in likynge 
He calleth me his whiting 
His mullinge and his nittine 
His nobbes and his connye 
His ſweting and hys honny 
With baſſe my precy bonny 
Thou arte worthe good and monny 
\ This make I my falyre fanny ß 
0 Tyll that he dreame and dronnye 
V For after all oure ſport 
4 'Than will he rout and ſnort 
Then ſwetely together we Iy 
As two pygges in a ſtye. 
To ceaſe me ſemeth beſt 
And of this tale to reaſt St 
And for to leaue this letter E 
Becauſe it is no better V 
And becauſe it is no ſwetter T 
We wyll no farther ryme = 
þ 
/ 
| 
f 
| 


OPA 


Of it, at this time 
But we wyl turne playne 
Where we left agayne. 


Tertius paſſus. 


Some inſtede of coine and monny 
Will come and brynge her a conny 
Or elſe a pot with honni 
Some a knife and ſome a ſpone 
Some brynge their hoſe, ſome ther ſhone 
Some ran a good trot 
With a skyllet or a pot 

Some fyll their pot full 

Of good Lemfſter woll 

An huſwife of truſte 
Whan ſhe is a thruſt 
Suche a webbe can ſpyn 

Her chryfte is full thyn 


* 
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Some go ſtrayghte thyther 
Be it ſlaty or ſlider 
They holde the hye waye 
They care not what men ſay 
Be that as be maye e 
Some lothe to be eſpyde 
Some ſtart in at the backe ſyde 
Ouer the hedge and pale 
And all for the good ale 
Some renne tyll they ſwete 
Bryng with them malt or whete 
And dame Elinoure entreat 
To byrle them of the beſt 
Than cometh an other geſt 
She ſwered by the rode of reſt 
Her lyppes are ſo drye | 
Without drynke ſhe muſt dye 
Therefore fyll it by and by 
And haue here a pecke of ry 
Anone cometh another 
As drye as the other 
And wyth her dothe bryng 
Mele, falt, or other thing 
Her harneſt girdle, her wedding ringe 
To paye for hir ſcot 
As cometh to her lot 
Som bringeth her husbandes hood 
Becauſe the ale is good 
Another brought her his cap 14 
To offer to the ale tap Tit 
With flaxe and with towe | = | 
With hey and with howe [| 
Syt we down a rowe | 
And dryncke tyll we blowe 
And pype tirlye tyrlowe 
Some layde to pledge 
Theyr hatchet and their wage 


Their 


ome 
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Their hekell and their rele 


Their rock, their ſpinning whele 


And ſome went ſo narrow- 

They laid to pledge their wharrow 

Their ribskin and their ſpindell 

Theyr nedel and their thimbell 

Here was ſcante thryfte 

Whan they made ſuch ſhyfte 
Their thruſt was ſo great 

They asked never for meate 

But drincke ſtill drynke 

And let the cat winke 

Let vs waſhe oure gommes 

From the dry crommes 


Quartus paſſus. 


Some for very nede 
Lay down a skain of threde 
And ſome a skain of yarne 
Bothe Beanes and peaſe 
Small Chafter dothe eaſe 
Sometime, now and than 
Another there was that ran 
With a good braſſepan 
Her coloure was full wan 
She ran in al the haſte 
Unbraſed and vnlaſte 
Tawnye ſwart and ſwallowe 
Lyke a cake of tallowe 

I ſweare by all hallowe 
It was a ſtare to take 
The Deuill in a brake. 
And than came haltynge Jone 
And broughte a gambone 
Of bakon that was reaſtye 
But Lorde as ſhe was teſtye 
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Angrye as a waſpye 
She began to yane and gaſpy 
And bad Elynoure go bet 
And fyll in good meate 
It was dere that was farre fet 
Another broughte a ſpycke 
Of a bacon flicke 
Her tonge was verye quicke 
But ſhe ſpake ſomewhat thicke 
Her felowe did ſtammer and ſtut 
But ſhe was a foule ſlut 
For her mouthe formed 
And her bellye groned 
Jone ſayne ſhe had eaten a fyeſt 
By Chriſte ſayde ſhe thou lyeſt l 
haue as ſwete a breathe 1 
As thou with ſhamefull deathe 5 F 
Then Elinour ſayd, ye callettes 1 
[ ſhall breake your palettes 
Withoute ye nowe ceaſe 
And ſo was made the dronken peace 
Than thider came droncken Ales 
And ſhe was full of tales 
Of tidinges in Wales. 
And of ſainct James in Gales 
And of the Portyngales 
With lo goſſip I wis 
Thus and thus it is 
There hath ben greate warre 
Betwene Temple barre 
And the croſle in Cheape 
And there came an heape 
Of mil ſtones in a route 
She ſpeaketh thus in her ſnoute 
Sneuelynge in her noſe 


As thoughe ſhe had the poſe 


— 2 — . . er — 
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Lo here is an olde tippet 


And ye wil geue me a ſippet 


Of your ſtale ale 

God ſende you good ſale 
And as ſhe was drynkynge 
She fell in a wynkynge 
With a barlye hoode 


She pyſte where ſhe ſtoode 


Than began ſhe to wepe 
And forthwith fell on ſlepe 
Elynoure tooke her vp 


And bleſſed her wyth a cup 


Of new ale in cornes 
Ales founde therein no thornes 
But ſupped it vp at ones 

She found therin no bones 


Quintus paſſus. 


Now in cometh another rabel 
Fyrſt one with a ladell 
Another with a cradell 
And with a ſyde ſadel 
And there began a fabel 


And clatterynge and a babell 


Of foles lilly 

That had a fole with willy 
With iaſt you, and gup gillye 
She coulde not lye ſtillye 
Then came in a genet 

And ſware by ſainct Bennet 

I dranke not this ſennet 

A draughte to my paye 
Elynoure I the pray 

Of thyne ale let vs aſſaye. 
And haue here a pilch of gray 


I wexe 


— 1 
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[ weare skinnes of Conye 


That cauſeth I loke ſo donny 
Another than dyd hyche her 


And broughte a pottel pycher 


A tonnel, and a bottel 


But ſhe had loſt the ſtoppel 


She cut of her ſho ſole 
And ſtopped therwith the hole. 
Amonge all the blommer 
Another brought a sommer 
A frying pan and a ſlice 
Elynoure made the pryce 
For good ale eche whit. 
Than ſtarte in mad Kyt 


That had lytle wyt 


She ſemed ſome deale ſeke 
And brought vp a peny cheke 
To dame Elinoure 1 
For a draughte of lycour. 

Than Margery milke ducke 
Her kirtell ſne did vp tucke 
An ynche aboue her kne 


Her legges that ye might ſe 


But they were ſturdy and ſtubbled 
Mighty peſtels and clubbed 
As fayre and as white 
As the fote of a kite 

he was ſomwhat foule 
Croke necked lyke an Owle 
And yet ſhe b:oughte her fees 
A cantel of Eſſex cheſe 
Was well a fote thicke 
Full of maggottes quicke 
It was huge and greate 
And mightye ſtronge meate 
For the deuill to eate 
It was tarte and punyete 

Anotehr 
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Another ſorte of ſluttes 
Some broughte walnutes 
Some apples, ſome peares 
Some brought their clippinge ſheres 
Some broughte thys and that 
Some broughte I wote neare what 
Some broughte theyr husbandes hat 
Some podynges and lynkes | 
Some tripes that ſtinkes 

But of all thys thronge 
One came them amonge 
She ſemed halfe a leche 
And began to preach 
Of the teweſday in the weke 
Whan the mare doth keke 
Of the vertue of an vnſet leke 
Of her husbandes breke 
With the feders of a quaile 
She could to bourde on ſayle 
And with good ale barme 
She could make a charm 
To healpe with all a ſtytche 
She ſemed to be a wytche 
And another brought two goſlings 
That wer noughty froſlings 
Some brought them in a wallet 
She was a cumlye caller 


The goſlinges were untide 


Elinour began to chide 
They be wrethocke thou haſte brout 


They ar ſhyre ſhaking nought 
Sextus paſſus. 


Maud ruggy, thither skipped 
She was vglye hip 


And vglye thicke | 
* cke lipped s — hp 
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Like an Onion fided 

Like tan ledder hided 

She had her ſo guided | 

Betwene the cup and the wall 

That ſhe was there with all 

Into a palſey fall 

With that her hed ſhaked 

And her handes quaked 

Ones heade wold haue aked 

To ſe her naked 

She dranke ſo of the dregges 

The dropſy was in her legges 

Her face gliſtring lyke glaſſe 

All foggye fat ſhe was 

She had alſo the goute 

In all her joyntes aboute 

Her breth was ſoure and ſtale 

And ſmelled all of ale 

duche a bedfellawe 

Wold make one caſt his craw 

But yet for all that 

She drancke on the maſhe fat 

There came an olde rybibe 

dhe halted of a kybe 

And had broken her ſhyn 1 

At the threſhold cummyng in MM FN 

And fell ſo wyde open | 

That one myght ſe her token 1 

The deuil there on be wroken | " 

What nede all this be ſpoken _ | — We 

dhe yelled lyke a calfe [1 

Ryſe vp on God's halfe | 1 

© >2yde Elynoure Rummynge 8 1 
be ſhrewe the for thy cummyng. 1 
As ſhe at her did plucke | vu 
Quake, quake, fayde the ducke nl 
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In that lampatrams lap 
With fye, couer the ſhap 
Wyth ſum flip flap 
God geue it yll happe 
Sayde Elynoure for ſhame 
Lyke an honeſt dame 
Up ſhe ſtearte, halfe lame 
And skantlye coulde go 
For payne and for wo 

In came another dant 
Wyth a goſe and a gant 
She had a wide weſant 
She was nothynge pleaſaunt 
Necked lyke an Oliphant 
It was a bullifant 
A gredy cormerante 


Another brought her garlik heds 


Another brought her bedes 
Of Jet or of coale 
To offer to the ale pole 
Some brought a wimble 
Some brought a thymble 
Some brought a ſilke lace 
Some brought a pincaſe 
Some her husbandes gowne 
Some a pillowe of downe 
Some of the napery 
And all this ſhyfte they make 
For the good ale fake 
A ſtraw faid bele ſtande vtter 
For we haue egges and butter 
And of pigeons a payre. 
Then ſterte forthe a fiſgigge 
And ſhe brought a bore pigge 
The fleſh thereof was ranke 
And her breath ſtrongly ſtanke 


Vet 


And fo with ale ſtuffed 


Yet or ſhe wente ſhe dranke 
And gate her greate thancke 

Of Elynoure for her ware 

That ſhe thither bare 

To paye for her ſhare 
Nowe trulye to my thinkynge 


This is a ſolempne drinkyng 


Septimus paſſus. 


Soft quoth one high Sibbil 
And let me with you bibill 
She fate downe in the place - 
With a ſorye tace 
Whey wormed aboute 
Garniſhed was her ſnoute 
With here and there a puſcul 
Lyke a ſcabbed muſcull 
This ale fayde ſhe is noppy 
Let us 1 and ſoppy 
And not ſpil a droppy 
For ſo mote I hoppye 
It coleth well my coppy 

Dame Elinoure fayde ſhe 
Haue here is for me 
A cloute of London pinnes 
And wich that ſhe beginnes 
The pot to her plucke 
And dranke a good lucke 
dhe ſwinge up a quarte 
At ones for her | 
Her paunche was ſo puffed 


Had ſhe not hyed apace 

She had defoyled the place 
Than began the ſport 

Amonge that dronken fort 


Elinour Rummaing. 
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Dame Elynoure ſayde they 

Lende here a cocke of hay 

To make all thynge cleane 

Ye wote well what we meane 
But ſyr amonge all 


That ſate in that hall 


There was a pricke me deintie 
Sate lyke a ſaintye 
And began to paintye 
As thoughe ſhe woulde fainty 
She made it as koy | 
As a lege demoy 
She was not halfe ſo wiſe 
As ſhe was peuyſh nyſe 
She ſayde neuer a worde 
But roſe from the borde 
And called for our dame 
Elynoure by name 

e ſuppoſed I wys 
That ſhe roſe to piſſe 


But the verye grounde 


Was for to compounde 
With Elynour in the ſpence 
To paye for her expence 

I haue no penny nor grote 
To pay ſayd ſhe, God wot 
For waſhinge of my throte 
But my bedes of amber 
Bere them to your chaumber 
'Then Elynour dyd them hide 
Wythin her beddes ſyde 

But ſome than fat righte ſad 
That nothynge had 

There of theyr one 

Neyther gelt nor pawne 


Suche were there mennye 


That had not a pennye 


But 
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nut whan they ſhould walke 

Were fayne with a chalke 

To ſcore on the balke 

Or {core on the tayle 

God gcue it yll hayle 

For my fyngers ytche 

[ have written to mych 

Of this mad mummyng 

Of Elynoure Rummynge 

Thus endeth the geſt 

Of this worthye felt. | 
Quod Skelton Laureat. 


Laureati Skeltonidis in. deſpectu mali nantium | 
diſticon. | q 


QL inſanis, quamvis marceſcis inanis | 


| 

Inuidi cantamus, hæc loca plena locis + [| 
8 

Bien men ſouuient. 


02 feminas, que vel nimis bibulæ ſunt, vel guæ = 
ſerdida labe ſqualoris, aut quam Spurca fœditatis il 
macula, aut verboſa laquacitate notantur, poeta invi- 
tat ad audiendum hunc libellum, &c. | 


Bria, ſqualida, ſordida fæmina, prodiga verbis 

uc currat, properet veniat ſua fatta libellus 1 

lle valutabit : Pæan ſua plectra ſonando | 
Materiam riſus cantabit carmine rauco. 
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Lud Skelton Laureate. 
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Here after foloweth a litle Boke which hath 


to name, Why come ye not to Court, 


Compiled by Mayſter Skelton 
Poete Laureate. 


The relucent mirror for all Prelats and 
Preſidents as well ſpirituall as temporal 


ſadly to lobe upon, deuiſed in Engliſh by 


Shelton. 


All noble men of this take hede 
And beleue it as your Crede. 


O haſtye of ſentence 
: To fearce for none offence 


To ſcarce of your expence 


To large in negligence 
To ſlacke in recompence 
To haut in excellence 
To lyght intellygence 
And to lyght in credence. 
Where theſe kepe reſydence 
Reaſon is baniſhed thence, 
And alſo dame Prudence 
Wyth ſober Pacience 

All noble men, &c. 


Than without colluſion 
Marke well thys concluſion 
Through ſuch abulion 
And by ſuche illuſion 
Unto great confuſion 
A noble man may fall 


And 


— 
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And his honoure appall 
And yf ye thynke thys ſhal 

hath Not rubbe you on the gall 

t, I Than the deuyll take all, &c, 


Heæc vates ille, de quo loquuntur in illis. 


and LOR age is a page 
orall For the court full unmeete 
9 5 For age cannot rage 
Nor baſſe her ſweete ſweete 
But whan age ſeeth that rage 
Doche aſſwage and refrayne 
Than wyll age have a corage 
To come to court agayne. 
elas, ſage ouerage 
To madly decayes ” 
That age for dottage 
Is recouered now a dayes 
Thus age graunt domage 
Is nothyng ſet by 
And rage in arerage 
Doth renne lamentably. 


That rage muſt make pillage 
To catche that catche maye 
And wyth ſuche forage 
Hunte the boskage 
That hartes wyl runne awaye 
Bothe Hartes and hindes 
With all good mindes 
Fare well, than haue good day 

Than haue good day ade) 
For defaute of reſcew 
Some men may happely rew 


And 


” » 
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And theyr heades mew 
The time doth faſte enſew 
That bales begin to brew 
I drede by ſwete Jefu 


This tale will be to trew -» 


In fayth dicken thou crew. 


In fayth dicken, thou crew, &c, 


YT thou crew doutles 
4 # For truelye to expreſſe 
There hath be much exces 
With banketyng braynleſſe 
With ryoting rechles 

With gambaudyng thryftles 
With ſpend, and waſte witles 


Treating of truce reſtleſſe 


Pratyng for peace peaſleſſe 
They countring at Cales 
Wrange vs on the wales 
Chief Councelour was careles 
Gronyng grouching graceles 
And to none entent 

Our talwod is all brent 
Our fagottes are all ſpent 

We may blow at the cole 
Our mare hath caſt her fole 
And Mocke hath loſt her ſhoo 
W hat may ſhe do thertoo 

An end of an old ſong 

Do right and no wrong 

As right as a rammes hone 
For thrift is threde bare worne 
Our ſhepe are ſhrewdlye ſhorne 
And trouthe is all to torne 
Wiſdome is laught to ſcorne 
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Why come ye not to Court, 145 
Fauel is falſe forſworne | | 
Jauel is _ borne _ 
Hauel and Haruy hafter 
Jacke Trauell and Cole crafter 
We ſhall heare more hereafter 
With polling and ſhauynge 
With borowyng and crauyng 
With reuyng and rauyng 
With ſwearing and ſtaryng 
There vayleth no reaſonyng 
For wil doth rule al thyng 
Wyl, wyl, wyl, wyl, wyl, 
He ruleth alway ftyl 
Good reaſon ahd good skyll 
They may garlicke pull 
Cary ſackes to the mil 
Or peſcoddes they may fhil 
Or els go roſte a ſtone 
There is no man but one 
That hath the ſtrokes alone 
Be it blacke or white 
All that he doth is right 
As right as a Cammocke croked 
Thys bil wel ouer loked 
Clerely perceive we may 
There went the hare awaye _ | 
The Hare, the Fox, the Gray, 1 
The Hart, the Hinde, the Bucke 74 
God ſend vs better lucke. OT * | 


God ſend vs better lucke, c. 


Wit Andrew, 2 Scot 1 
Ge heme, ge ſcoure thy pot | | 
For we haue ſpent our ſhot 
We ſhall haue a rot quot 
From the Pope of Rome 
To weaue all in one lome 


A webbe 


* 
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A webbe of Lylſe wulce 
Opus male dulce. 
The deuill kyſſe his cule 
For whiles he doth rule 
All is warſe and warſe 
The deuill kyſſe his arſe , 
For whether he bleſſe or curſe 
It can not be muche worſe 
From Baumberow to Bothambar 
We haue caſt yp oure war 
And made a worthy truſe 
Wyth gup leuel ſuſe 
Our mony madly ſent 
And more madly ſpent 
From Croydon to Kent 
Wote ye whither they went? 
From Winchelſy to Rye 
And all not worthe a flye 
From Wentbridge to Hull 
Our army waxeth dul! 
With turne all home agayne 
And neuer a Scot ſlayne 
Yet the good Erle of Surray 
The French men he doth fraye 
And vexeth them day by day 
Wich all the power he maye 
The Frenchemen he hath fainted 
And made their hertes attainted 
Of cheualry he is the flour 
Our Lord be his ſuccoure | 
The French men he hath ſo mat 
And their courage abated 
That they are but halfe men 
Like foxes in their den 
Like cankerd cowardes all 
Like heons in a ſtone walls 


Why come ye not to Court, 14 
They kepe them in their holdes 8 
Lyke hen herted cokoldes 


But yet they ouer ſhoote us 
With crownes and with ſcutus 
With Scutes and crownes of 

I drede we are bought and ſo 
It is a wonders warke 
They ſhoote all at one marke 
At the Cardinals hat 

They ſhote all at that 
Out of their ſtronge townes 
They ſhote at him with crownes 
With crownes of gold enblaſed 
They make him ſo amaſed 
And his eyen ſo daſed 
That he ne ſee can 
To know God nor man 
He is ſet ſo bye 
In his Terarchy 
Of frantike freneſy 
And folyſh fantaſy 
That in the chambre of ſtars ' 
All matters there he mars 
Clapping his rod on the borde 
No man dare ſpeake a word 
For he hath all the ſaying 
Without any renaying 
He rolleth in his recordes 
He faith, how fay ye my lordes? 
ls not my reaſon 
Good euin good Robin hood 
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It till as they were dome jj 
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Borne vp on euery ſyde 


With pompe and with pryde 
With trompe vp alleluya © 
For dame Philargerya 


Hath ſo his hart in hold 
He loueth nothyng but gold 
hel 


And Aſmodeus o 


Maketh his membres ſwel 
With Dalyda to Mell 
That wanton damſell 


Adew Philoſophia 
Adew Theologia 
Welcome dame Simonia 
With dame Caſtrimergia 
To drynke and for to eate 


Sweet Ipocras and ſwete meate 


To kepe his fleſhe chaſte 

In I. ente for a repaſte 

He eateth Capons ftewed 
Feſaunt, and Partriche mewed 
Hennes, chickins and pigges 
He foynes and he frigges 
Spareth neyther mayd ne wyfe 
This is a poſtels lyfe 
| Helas my hart is ſory 

To tell of vayne glory 

But now vpon this ſtory 

I wyll no further rime 

Tyll another time 


Tyll another time. 


Hat newes what newes 
Small newes that true is 
That be worth two kues 
But at the naked ſtewes 
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Why come ye not to Court. 
| vnderſtande howe that 7 
The ſygne of the Cardinall hat 
That Inne is now ſhit vp 
With gup whore gup, nowe gup 
Gup Gilliam Trauillian 
With iaſt you I ſay Jullian 
Wyll ye beare no coles 
A mainy of mareſolles 
That occupy their holes. 
Full of pocky moles. | 
What heare ye of Lancaſhire 
They were not payd theyr hyre 
They are fell as any fyre 
What heare ye of Cheſhyre 
They haue layde all in the myre' 
They grudge and ſayde 
Their wages were not payde 
Some ſayde they were afrayde 
Of the Scottiſhe hoſte 
For all their crake and boſte 
Wilde fire and thunder 
For all this worldly wonder 
A hundred myle a ſu nde 
They were whan they wer 2 next 
That is a true text 
What heare ye of the Scottes 
They make vs all ſottes: 
Poppyng folyſh dawes 
They make vs to pyll ſtrawes 
| They play their old:prankes 
After huntly bankes 
At the ſtreme of Banokes burne 
They did vs a ſhrewde turne 
Whan Edward of Karnaruan 
Loſt all that his father wan 


What here ye of the Lord Dakers 
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He maketh vs Jacke rakers 
He ſayes we are but crakers 


He calleth vs England men 


Stronge harted lyke an hen 

For the Scottes and he 

To well they do agree 

With do thou for mee 

And I ſhal do for thee 
Whiles the red hat doth endure 


He maketh himſelf cocke ſure 


'The red hat with his lure 


Bryngeth al thinges vnder cure 
ut as the world nowe gooſe 
What heare ye of the Lord Roſe 


| Nothyng to purpoſe - 


Not worth a cockly foſe 

Their hertes be in their hoſe 

The Erle of Northumberland 

Dare take nothing on hand 

Our Barons be ſo bolde 

Into a mouſe hole they wold 

Runne away and creep 

Like a ele ne 

Dare not loke out a dur 

For drede of the mayſtife cur 

For drede of the bouchers dog 

Wold wirry them like an hog 
For and this curre do gnar 

They muſt ſtande all a far 

To holde vp their hand at the bar 

For all their noble bloude 

He pluckes them by the hood 

And ſhakes them by the eare 

And bryng them in ſuche feare 


He baiteth them lyke a beare 


Lyke an oxe or a bul 
Their wittes he ſayth are dul 
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Why come ye not to Court. 15h 
He faith they have no brayne 5 
Their eſtate to maintaine 
And make to bowe their knee 


Before his maieſtee. 


Judges of the Kinges lawes 
He countes them foles and dawes 
Sergeauntes of the coyfe eke 
He ſayeth they are to ſeke 
In pleating of their caſe 
At the commune place 
Or at the Kinges benche 
He wringeth them ſuch a wrenche 
That all our learned men 
Dare not ſet theyr penne 
To plete a true triall 
Within Weſtminſter hal! 
In the Chauncery where he ſittes 
But ſuche as he admittes 
None ſo hardy to ſpeake 
Ne ſaith, thou huddy peake 
Thy learning is to lewd 
Thy tounge is not well thewde 
To ſeeke before our grace 
And openly in that place 
He rages and he raues 
And calles them cankerd knaues 
Thus royally he doth deale 
Under the Kinges brode ſeale 
And in the Checker he them checkes 
In the Ster chambre he nods and becks 
And beareth him there ſo ſtout 
That no man dare rout 
Duke, Earle, Baron, nor Lorde 
But to his ſentence muſt accorde 
Whether he be knight or ſquyer 
All men folow his deſyre 


He H 4 What 


| 
| 
| 
| 


That is another thing 
He is but an yonglyng 
A tall worthy ſtriplyng 


Her is a whiſpring and a whiplyng 


He ſhould be hither N 


Hut and it were well ſought 
I trow all will be nought 


Not worth a ſhittel cocke 
Nor worth a ſoure calſtocke 
There goeth many a lye 
Of the Duke of Alban) 
That of ſhould go his head 
And brought in quicke or dead 
And all Scotland oures 


The mountenaunce of two houres 


But as ſome men fayn 
I drede of ſome falſe trayn 
Subtelly wrought ſhalbe 
Under a fained treate 
_ within monethes three 
Men may happely fee 
The trechery, and the prankes 


: Of the Scottiſhe bankes 


" What heare ye of Burgonions 
And the Spanyardes Onions? 
They haue ſlain our Engliſhmen 
Aboue three ſcore and ten 
For al your amitee 
No better they agree 
God ſaue my Lord Admirell 

What heare ye of Muttrel? 
There wyth I dare not mel 
Vet what heare ye tell 
Of our graund counſel ? 

I could fay ſome what 


But ſpeake ye no more of that 


152 Why come ye not to Court. 
What fay ye of the Scottiſh Kyng 


For 


2 Arm OATH ,H 


por donde of the red tar 


Why come ye not to Court, 153. 


Þ 


Take peper in the noſe 
For than thyne head of goſe 
Of by the hard arſe 8 
But there is ſome trauars 
Betwene ſome and ſome 

That makes our ſire to glum 
It is ſome what wrong 

That his berde is ſo long 
He morneth in blacke clothing 
I pray God ſaue the Kyng 
Where euer he go or ride 

I pray God be his guide 

Thus will I conclude my ſtile 
And fall to reſt a whyle 


And ſo to reſt a while, &c, 


Nee yet agayn 
\ Of you I wold fraine 
Why come ye not to courte 
o which court? 
To the Kinges court 
Or to Hampton court? 
* to the Kinges court 
The Kynges court 
Should haue the exellence 
5 Hampton court 
th the preeminence 
And Yorkes place 
With my Lordes grace 
To whoſe magnificence 
Is all the confluence 
Sutes and ſupplications 
Embaſſades of all nacions: 
Straw for law canon. 
Or for the law common 


Hs 


Or for lawe ciuill | 
It ſhall be as he wyll 

Stop at law tancrete 

An obſtract or a concrete 
Be it ſoure be it ſweete 
His wiſdome is ſo diſcrete 
That in a fume or an hete 
Warden of the Flete 
Set him faſt by the fete 
And of his 47 poure 
Whan him lyſt to loure 
Than haue him to the Toure 
Saunz aulter remedy 
Haue him forth by and by 
To the Marſhalſy 

Or to the Kinges benche 
He diggeth ſo in the trench 

Of the court royall 

That he ruleth them all 

So he dothe vndermynde 
And ſuch ſleightes dothe fynde 
That the Kinges mynde 
By him is ſubuerted = 

And ſo ſtreatly coarted 

In credenſing his tales 
That al is but nutſhales 
That any other fayth 
He hath in him ſuch faith 


Now, yet al this might be 
Suffred and taken in gree 
If that, that he wrought 
BY Lees end wer — 4 
ut all he bryngeth to t 
But God that me 8 
He beareth the King on hand 
That he muſt pyl his land 


154 y come ye net to Court. 
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| Howbeit they be pry 


Why come ye mt to Court. - 1 
To make his cofers rych 


But he layeth al in the dyche 
And ah ſuch abuſion * 


That in the concluſion 


All commeth to confuſion 
Perceiue the cauſe whye 
To tell the trouth plainlye 
He is ſo ambicious 

So ſhameles, and ſo vicious 
And ſo ſuperſticious 

And ſo much obliuious 
From whens that he came 


That he falleth in Aciſiam 
Which truely to expreſſe 


Is a forgetfulnes 

Or wylful blindnes 

Wherwith the Sodomites 

Loſt their in ward ſightes 
The Gommorians alſo 

Were brought to deadly wo 

As Scripture recordes 


A cecitate cordis 


In the Latyn ſynge we 
Libera nos Domine 

But this mad Amalecke 
Like to Amamelek 
He regardeth Lordes 
No more than pot ſhordes 
He is in ſuche elacion 
Of his exaltacion 
And the ſupportacion 
Of our ſoueraine Lorde 
That God to recorde 
He ruleth al at will 
Without reaſon or skyll 


Of bys wretched wry | 5 
$ 1 orig] | 20 
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166 Why come ye not to Court. 


And his baſe progeny _ 

And his greſy genealogy 
He came of the ſanke roiall | 
That was caſt out of a bouchers ſtall. 

But howe euer he was borne 

Men would haue the leſſe ſcorne 
If he could conſider 
His byrth and rowme together 
And call to his mynde 
How noble and how 

To hym he hath founde 
Our ſouerayne Lord, chief ground 
Of all thys prelacy 
And ſet hym nobly 
In great aucthorite 

Out from a low degre 

Which he can not ſee 

For he was parde 

No doctour of deuinitie 
Nor doctor of the law 
Nor of none other ſaw 
But a pore maiſter of arte 

God wot had little part 

Of the Quatriuials 

Nor yet of triuials 

Nor of philoſophye 

Nor of philology 

Nor of good pollicy 
Nor of Aﬀtronomy 

Nor acquainted worth a fly 
With honourable -Haly 

Nor with royal Ptholomy 

Nor with Albumaſa t 

To treate of any ſtar 
JJöͥ—eyww˙ 
Hs Latin tounge doth hobby 
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Why come ye not to Court. 159 
He doth but clout and cobbel N 

In Tullis facultie 

Called humanitie 

Yet proudly he dare pretend 
How no man can him amend 
But haue ye not heard this 
How an one eyed man is 

Wel ſighted, when 

He is amonge blynd men. 


Than our proces for to ſtable 

This man was ful vnable 

To reche to ſuch degree 

Had not our Prince be 

Royall Henry the eyght 

Take him in ſuch conceyte- 
That he ſet him on heyght 

In exemplyfieng 

Great Alexander the King 

In writing as we finde 
Which of his royal minde 

And of his noble pleaſure 
Tranſcending out of meaſure. 
Thought to do a ers 
That pertaineth to a Kyng- 

To make vp one of nought 
And made to him be brought 
A wretched pore man 

Which his liuing wan 

With planting of Leekes 

By the dayes and by the weekes 
4 4. this pore vaſſal 
He a al 

And gaue 1 to rule 
That occupyed a ſhowel 
A mattoke, and a ſpade 
Before that he was made 


158 Vp come ye not to Court. 

A Kyng, as I haue told 

And ruled as he wold OP | 

Such is a Kynges power H 

To make within an hower Y 

And worke ſuch a miracle : | Y 

That ſhalbe a ſpectacle 

Of renowme and wordly fame 

In likewiſe now the ſame 

Cardinall, is promoted _ 

Yet with lewd conditions noted 

As hereafter bene noted 

Preſumpcion and vain glorie 

Enuy, wrath, and lechery 

Couetes, and gluttony 

Slothful to do good 

Now frantike, now ſtarke wode 
Shuld this man of ſuch mode 

Rule the ſwerde of myght 

How can he do right 

For he wyll as ſoone ſmyght 

His freend, as his foe 

A prouerbe longe a go 


Set vp ye wretche on hye 
In a trone triumphantly 
Make him a great eſtate 
And he wil play checke mate 
With royall maieſtee 

Count hym ſelf as good as he 
A prelate potenciall 
To rule vnder Bellyall 
As ferce and as cruell 
As the feende of hel 
_ His ſeruauntes meniall 
He dothe reuile and brall 
Lyke Mahound in a pay 
No man dare him withſaye 
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Why come ye not to Court. 1 59. 
He hath diſpight and ſcorne | 
At them that be wel borne 
He rebukes them and rayles 
Ye horſons, ye vaſlayles 
Ye knaues, ye churles ſonnes 
Ye ribands, not worth two plumms 
Ye prey beggars reiagged 
Ye recrayed ruffins all ragged 
With ſtoupe thou hauel 
Renne thou iauel 
Thou peuiſh pie pecked 
Thou loſel long necked 
Thus daily they be decked 
Taunted and checked 
That they are ſo wo 
They wot not whether to go. 

No man dare come to the ſpeche 
Of this gentel Jacke breche 
Of what eſtate he be 
Of ſpiritual dignitie 
Nor Duke of hye degree 
Nor Marques, Earle, nor Lord 
Which ſhrewdly doth accord 

Thus he borne ſo baſe 
All noble men ſhould out face 
His countinaunce lyke a kayſer 
My Lord is not at layſer | 
Sir ye muſt tary a ſtound 
Tyl better layſer be found 
And fir, ye muſt daunce attendaunce 
And take pacient ſufferaunce 
For my Lordes grace 
Hath now no time nor ſpace 
To ſpeake with you, as yet 
And thus they ſhall ſyt 
Chuſe them ſyt or flit 
Stand, walke, or ride 
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160 IWWhy come ye not to Court. 


Parchaunce half a yere 


And yet neuer the nere 
This daungerous dowſipere: 


Like a Kinges pere 


And within this fixteen: yere 
He wold have ben right fayn 
To haue — 


And haue taken right great pain 


With a pore Knight 
What fo euer he hight 


0 The chief of his own counſel 


They can not well tell 

Whan they with him ſhould mel 
He is fo fierce ind fel 

He rayles and he rates 

He calleth them doddy pates 


He grinnes and he gapes 


As it were Jacke Napes 
Such a mad Bedlem 


For to rule this realm 


It is a wonderous caſe 
That the Kinges grace 

Is toward him ſo minded. 
And ſo farre blinded 

That he can not perceiue- 
How he doth him diſceyue- 
I dought leaſt by Sorſery 
Or ſuch other loſe 


As witch craft, or charming 


For he is the Kinges derlyng 

And his ſweete hart rote 

And is gouerned by this mad koote. 
For what is a man the better 


For the Kynges letter 


For he wil tere it a ſunder 
Wherat much I wonder 


Hoy 


Joy 
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How ſuch a hoddy poule 

So boldly dare controule 

And ſo malapertly withſtand 
The Kynges owne hand 
And ſettes not by it a mite 
He fayth the Kyng doth wryte 
And wryteth he wot not what 
And yet for all that 

The Kyng his clemency 
Deſpenſeth with his demenſy 


But what his grace doth thinke 


haue no pen or ynke 
That therwith can mel 


But wel II can tel 


How Fraunces Petrarke 
That much noble clerke 
Writeth how Charlemaine 
Could not him ſelf refrayne 
But was rauiſht with a rage 
Of a lyke dotage 
But howe that came aboute 
Rede ye the ſtory out 
And ye ſhal finde ſurely 
It was by nicromanſy 
0 carectes and coniuracion 

nder a certayne conſtellacion 
And a certyne furnigacion 
Under a ſtone on a gold ryng 
Wrought to Charlemain the Kyng 
Whiche conſtrayned him forcebly 
For to loue a certaine body 
Aboue all other inordinatiye 
This is no fable nor no lie 
At Acon it was brought to pas 


As by mine auctor tried it was 


But 
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But let wy maſters mathematical 

Tel you the reſt. for me they ſhall 

They haue the ful intelligence 

And dare vſe the experience 

In there obſolute conſcience 

To practique ſuch abolete ſcience 
For I abhor to ſmatter 

Of one ſo deuillyſhe a matter 

But I will make further relacion 

Of this Iſagogicall colation 

How maſter Gaguine the crownicler 

Of the feates of war 

That were done in Fraunce 

Maketh remembraunce 

How Kyng Lewes of late 

Made up a great eſtate 


Of a pore wretched man 


Wherof much care began 
Wherof much care began. 
Johannes Balua was his name 
Mine auctor writeth the ſame 
Promoted was he 


To a Cardinals dignitie 
3 Lewes the Kynge aforeſayd 


ith him ſo wel apayd 


That he made him hys Chaunceler 


To make all, or to mar 


And to rule as him liſte 
Tyl he checked at the fiſte 


And agayne all reaſon 

Committed open treaſon 

And againſt his Lord Souerain 

Wherefore he ſuffred pain 

Was heded drawen and quarterd 

And dyed ſtinkyngly martred 
Loe yet for all that 

He ware a Cardinals hat 
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In him was ſmall fayth 
As mine auctor ſayth 
Not for that I meane 
| Suche a caſuelty ſhould be ſeene 
Or ſuche chaunce ſhould fal 
Unto our Cardinal. 

Almightye God I truſt 
Hath for him diſcuſte 
That of force he muſte 
Be faythfull, true and iuſte 
To oure moſt royal Kynge 
Chief rote of his makyng 
Vet it is a wilye mouſe 
That can bylde his dwelling houſe 
Within the cattes eares | 
Withouten drede or feare 
= i a nice reconing 

t al the gou 

al che rule ot hi this 
Into one mans hand 
One wiſe mans head 
May ſtand ſomwhat in ſtede 
hut the wittes of many wyle 
Much better can deuiſe 
By their circumſpection 
And their fad direction 
To cauſe the commune weale 
Longe to endure in heale 
Chriſt kepe King Henry the eyght 
From trechery and —_ 
And graunt him grace to know 
The Faucon from the Crow 
The Wolfe from the Lambe 
From whens that maiſtife came 
Let him neuer confounde 
The gentil Greyhound 
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Of this matter the ground AN 
Is eaſy to expound . 

And ſone may be perceyued 

How the world is conueyed 


But harke my frend one worde 

In earneſt or in borde 
Tel me now in this ſtede 

Is maiſter Mewt as dead 

The Kinges French Secretary 

And his vntrue aduerſary 

For he ſent in writing | 

To Fraunces the French Kynge 

Of our maſters counſel in eueri thing. 
That was a perillous rekenyng 
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Nay, nay, he is not dead P 
But he was ſo payned in the head 
That he ſhall neuer eate more bre$ 
Now he is gone to another ſtede 
With a Bul under lead 
1 way of commiſſion 

o a ſtraunge iuriſdiction 
Called Diminges Dale 
Farre beyonde Portyngale 
And hath his paſporte to pas 
Ultra ſauro matas 
To the Deuil ſyr Sathanas 
To Pluto and ſyr Bellyal - 

The Deuils Vicare Generall 
And to his colledge conuentuall 
5 As wel. calodemonial 
5 As to cacademoniall 
2 To puruey for our Cardinall. 
A palace pontificall 
To kepe his court prouinciall. 
Upon articles iudiciall 


To 
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To contend and to ſtriue 
For his prerogatiue 
Within that conſiſtory 
To make ſommons peremptorye 
Before ſome prothonotory 
Imperial or papal 
Upon this matter miſticall 
I haue told you part, but not all 
Here after perchaunce I ſhall 
Make a large memoriall 
And a further reherſfall 
And more paper I thinke to blot 
To the court why I came not 
Deſiring you aboue all thing 
To kepe you from laughyng 
Whan ye fall to redyn 
Of this wanton ſcrowle 
And pray for Mewras ſoule 
For he is wel paſt and gone 
That wold God euery chone 
Of his affinitie e 
Were gone as wel as he 
Amen, amen, ſay ye 
Of your inward charitie. 
| Amen. 
Of your inward charitie. 
* were greate ruthe 
For writinge of truthe 
Anye manne ſhoulde be 
In perplexitie 
Of diſpleaſure 
For I make you ſure 
Where trouth is abhord 
It is a playne recorde 
That there wantes grace 
In whoſe place 


To 


« 
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Dothe occupye 

Full vngraciouſſy 

Fals flattery 

Fals trechery 

Fals bryberye 

Subtyle Sym Sly 

With mad folye 

For who can beſt lye 

He is beſt ſet by 

Than farewell to thee 

Welthfull felicitee 

For proſperitie 

Awaye than wyll flee 

Than muſte we agree 

With pouertye 

For miſery 

With penurye 

Miſerably i 

And wretchedly 

Hathe made Askry 

And oute crye 

Folowynge the chaſe 

To dryue away grace 
Yet ſayeſt thou percaſe 

We can lacke no grace 

For my Lordes grace 

And my Ladyes grace 

With trey deuſe aſe 

And aſe in the face 


Some haute and ſome bace 


Some daunce the trace 
Euer in one caſe 
Marke me that chaſe 
In the Tennis play 
For ſinke quater trey 
Is a tal man 

He rob, but we ran 


Why' come ye not to Court, 


Hay the gye and the gan 


The graye gooſe is no ſwan 


The waters were wan 
And beggers they ban 

And they curſed Datan 
De tribu Dan 
That this worke began 


Palam et clam 


With Balak and Balam 


The golden ram 
Of Flemmyng dam 


Sem, Japheth, or Cam? 


But how come to pas 
Your cupboorde that was 


Is turned to glaſſe 
From ſiluer to braſſe 


From golde to pewter 

Or els to a newter 

To copper, to tyn 

To leade, or Alcumin 

A goldſmyth your Mayre 
But the chefe of your fayre 


Might ſtand now by potters 


And ſuche as ſel trotters 
Pytchars and porſhordes 
This ſhrewdly accordes 
Tobea cupborde for Lordes 


My Lord now and fir Knyghte 
| Good euen and nyghte 


For now fir Triſtram 

Ye muſte weare buckram 

Or Canuas of Cane 

For ſilkes or wane 

Our Royals that ſhone 

Our Nobles are gone 

Amonge the Burgonions 

And Spanyardes Onyons 
"oj 
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And the Flanderkyns 

Gyl ſweates and Cate ſpinnes 

They are happy that wynnes 

But Englande may well ſay 

= on this winnyng alway 
ow nothing, but pay pay 

With laughe and lay downe 

Borough, Citie and towne 
Good Springe of Lanam 

Muſt counte what became 

Of his clothe makyng 

He is at ſuch g 

Though his purſe wax.dul 

He muſt tax for his wul 

By nature of a new writ 

My Lordes grace nameth it 

A quia non ſatisfacit 

In the ſpight of his teeth 

He muſt pay agayne 

A thouſand or twayn 

Of his gold in ſtore 

And yet he payde before 

And hunderd pound and more 

W hich pincheth hym ſore 

My Lordes grace wil bryng 

 Downe thys hye ſprynge 

And brynge it ſo lowe 

It ſhal not ever flow 


Suche a Prelate I trow 
Were worthy to row 
Thorow the ſtreytes Marocke 
To the gybbet of Baldock 
He wold dry vp the ſtreames 

Of nine Kynges realme 
Al rivers and wels 
Al waters that ſwels 


4 


For 


For 
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For with vs he ſo mels 

That within England dwels 
[ would he were ſomwhere els 
For els by and b 

He will drynke vs fo dry 

And ſucke vs fo nye 


That men ſhall ſcantly 


Haue penny or halpennye 
God ſaue hys noble grace 


And graunt him a place 


Endleſſe to dwel 

With the deuill of hel 
For and he were there 
We nead neuer feare 
Of the feendes blacke 
For I vndertake 
He wold ſo brag and crake 
That he wold than make 
The deuils to quake 

To ſhudder and to ſhake 
Lyke a fier drake | 

And with a cole rake 


Bruſe them on a brake 


And binde them to a ſtake 


And ſet hel on fyre 


At his owne deſire 

He is ſuch a grym ſyre 

And ſuch a poteſtolate 

And ſuche a poteſtate 

That he wold breke the braynes 
Of Lucifer in his chaines 
Aud rule them eche one 

In Lucifers trone 

I would he were gone 

For amonge vs is none 


That ruleth, but he alone 
3 
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With oute all good reaſon 
And all oute of ſeaſon 
For Folam Peaſon 


With him be not geſon 


They grow very ranke 
Upon euery banke 


Of his herbers greene 


With my Lady bright and ſheene 


On their game it is ſeen 
They play not al cleen 
And it be as I weene 


But as touching diſcretion | 


With ſober direction | 
He kepeth them in ſubiection 
They can haue no protection 
To rule nor to guide 

But all muſt be tryde 

And abide the correction 
Of him wil ful affection 
For as for wytte 

The deuill ſpeed whitte 

But brainſicke and braynleſſe 
Witles and reachleſſe 
Careles and ſhameleſſe 
Thriftles and graceleſſe 
Together are bended 


And ſo condiſcended 


That the commune welth 
Shal neuer baue good helth 
But tatterd and rugged 
Ragged, and rugged 
Shauen and ſhorne 


And all threde bare worne 


Such gredines 
duch nedines 


Mi 


Mi- 


| Of relucent honour 


I ſpeake by proteſtacion 


He ſaythe we are to blame 
| What a frenſi is this 


And yet he is a ſhamed 


His 1 reſiting 


Like Pharao, void of 
Did Moyſes ſore = wa 


Ay come ye not to Court, 171 


Miſerablenes 

With wretchednes 
Hath brought in diſtres 
And much heauines 
And great dolour 
England the Flour 


In old commemoracion 
Moſt ro _ Engliſh nacion 
Now all is out of facion 
Almoſt in defolacion 


God of his miſeracion 

Send better reformacion 
Lo, for to do ſhamfully 

He judgeth it no foly 

But to write of his ſhame 


No ſhame to do amys 


To be ſhamefully named 

And oft prechours be blamed 

Bycauſe they haue proclamed 
is madnes by writing 


Remording and biting 
With chiding and with firing 
Shewyng him Goddes laws 
He calleth the preachers dawes. 


And of holy ſcriptures ſawes 
He counteth them for gigawes 
And putteth them to ſcilence 
And with wordes of violence 
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And Aron ſore he thret 
The word of God to let 

This Maumet in likewiſe 
Againſt the church doth riſe 
The preachoure he doth diſpiſe 
With crakyng in ſuch wiſe 
So bragging all with boſt 
That no preachour almoſt 
Dare ſpeake for hys lyfe 
Of Lordes grace, nor his wyfe 
For he hath ſuch a bul 
He may take whome he wul 
And as many as him likes 


| May eat pigges in Lent for pykes 


After the ſectes of heretikes 
For in Lent he wil eate 

Al maner of fleſhe meate 
That he can any where geat 
With other abuſions great 
Whereof to trete 


It wold make the deuill to ſwet 


For all priuileged places 
He brekes and defaces 

All places of religion 

He hath them in deriſion 
And maketh ſuch prouiſion 
To driue them at diuiſion 
And finally in concluſion 
To bring them to confuſion 
Sainct Albons to recorde 
Wherof this vngracious Lorde 
Hath made him ſelf Abbot 
Againſt their willes god wot 
Al this he doch deale 


Under itrengrh of the great ſeall 


And by his legacy 


Which 
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Which madly he doth applye 
Unto an extrauagancye 
Pyked out all good law 
With reaſons that ben raw 
Yet whan he toke firſt his hat 
He ſaid he knew what was what 
Al juſtice he pretended 
Al hn ſhould be amended 
Al wronges he wold recreſs 
Al iniuries he wold repres 
Al periuries he wold oppreſſe 
And yet this graceles elfe 
He is periured himſelfe 
As plainlye it dothe appere 
Who liſt to enquere 
In the regeſtry 
Of my Lord ot Cantorbury 
To whome he was profeſſed 
In thre pointes expreſſed 

The firſt to do him reuerence 
The ſecond to owe him obedience 


The third with whole affection 


To be vnder his ſubiection 

But now he maketh obiection 
Under the protection 

Of the Kinges great ſeale 

That he ſetteth neuer a deale 

By his former othe 

Whether God be pleaſed or wroth 
He maketh ſo proud pretence 
That in his equipolens 
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Which 


With God omnipotent 
But yet beware the rod 
And the ſtroke of God 
The Apoſtel Peter 
a pore miter 
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And a pore cope 
Whan ** create Pope 
Fyrſt in Antioche 
He did neuer approche 
Of Rome to the ſee 
Wyth ſuche dignitie 
aint Dunſtan what was he 
Nothing he ſaieth lyke to me 
There is a diuerſitie 
Betwene him and me 
We paſle hym in degre 
As legatus a latere 
Ecce ſacerdos magnus 
That wyll hed vs and hange vs 
And ſtraightly ſtrangle vs 
That he maye fang vs 
Decre and decretall 
Conſtitucion prouincial! 
Nor no lawe canonicall 
hal let the preeſt pontificall 
To fit in cauſa ſanguinis | 
Now God amende that is amis 
For I ſuppoſe that he is 
Of Jeremy the whisking rad 
The flayle, the ſcourge 18 
Of almighty God B 
This Naman Sirus 1 
So fel and ſo irous 
So ful of melancoly | 
With a flap before his eye 
Men wene that he is pocky 
i Or els his ſurgions they lye 
„ For as far as _ can ſpy 
| | urgery 


| By the craft of 

1 It is manus Domini 

4 And yet this proud Antiochus 
| | L 
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| $0 elate, and fo vicious 

| And ſo cruel harted | 
That he will not be conuerted 
For he ſetteth God a parte 

| He is now fo ouerthwart 

And ſo payned with panges 

| That al his truſt hanges 

In Balthoſor, which healed 
Domingos noſe, that was wheled. 


That Lumberdes noſe mean. I 


That ſtandeth yet awry 


It was not healed alderbeſt 
It ſtandeth ſomwhat on the weſt 
meane Domingo Lomelyn 


That was wonte to win 


Muche mony of the Kyng 

At the cardes and baſerdihg 
Balthaſor that healed Domingos poſe 
From the puskilde pocky poſe 

Now with his gummes of Araby 


Hath promiſed to hele our Cardinals cs 


Yet ſome ſurgions put a dout 

Leſt he will put it clean out | 
And make him lame of his nether lim 
God ſend hym forow for his ſinnes 
Sum men might aske a queſtion- 
By whoſe ſuggeſtion 

I toke on hand this warke 

Thus boldly for to barke 

And men liſte to harke 

And my wordes marke 

I wyl anſwere lyke a clerke 

For truly and vnfayned 

I am forcebly conſtrained 

At Juuinals requeſt 

To wryght of this glorious geft 
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Of this vaine glorious beaſt 
His fame to be encreaſt 
At euery ſolempne feaſt 
Quia difficile oft 
Satiram non ſcribere ? + 
Now maſter doctour, how faye ye 
What ſo euer your name be 
What though ye be nameleſſe 
Te ſhall not eſcape blameleſſe 
Nor yet ſhal ſcape ſhameleſſe 
Mayſter doctor in your degre 
Your ſelf madly ye ouer ſee 
Blame Juuinall and blame not me 
Ml/aniſter doctor diricum 
Omne animi vicium, c. 
As Juuinall doth record 
A ſmall defaute in a great Lorde 
A lytle cryme in a greate eſtate 
Is muche more inordinate 
And more horrible to beholde 
Than any other a thouſand fold 
Ye put to blame ye wot nere whome 
Ye may weare a cockes coome 
Your fond hed in your furred hood 
Hold ye your tounge ye can no good 
And at more conuenient time 
I may fortune for rime 
 Somwhat of your madneſſe 
For ſmall is your ſadneſſe 
To put any man in lacke 
And fay yll behynde hys backe 
And my wordes marke trulye 
That ye cannot byde thereby 15 
For Smegma non ęſt ſinamomum 
But de abſentibus nil niſi bonum 
Complaine or do what ye will _ 
Of your complaint it ſhal not skill 


—_—— 


T his 


This is the tenor of my bil 

A daucocke ye be, and ſo ſhalbe ſtill 
Sequitur Epitoma 
De morbillgſo Thoma 
Nec non ob ſcæno 


De Poliphe mo, &c. 


T) Orro perbelle diſſimulatum 
P Illum Pandulphum tantum legatum 
Tam formidatum nuper prelatum 
Naman Syrum nunc longatum 


| In ſolitudine jam commoratum 


Neapolitano morbo gravatum 
Malagmate, cataplaſmati ſtatum 
Pharmacopole ferro foratum 
Nihilo magis alleviatum 

Nihilo melius aut medicatum 
Relictis 2 ad famulatum 
uod tollatur infamia 

Sed major patet inſania 

Amado ergo Ganea 

Abhorreat ille Ganeus 

Dominus male Cretecus 

Aptius Dictus Tetricus 


Pbanaticus freneticus 


Graphicus ſicut Metricus 
Autumat. 
H“ genus diftaminis: 
Non egit examinis 

In centiloquio nec centimetro 
Honorati Grammatici Mauri. 

Decaſticon virulentum in galeratum, - 
Licaonta marinum, c. | 
Proh dolor, ecce maris lupus & 

neguiſſimus, urſus | 
Carnificis vitulus Britonumgue- 

- bubulcus iniquus 
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Conflatus, vitulus, vel Oreb vel | 
almana, vel Zeb. He 
Garduus, & crudelis Aſaph qui 
Datan reprobatus SI 
Blandus & Achitophel, regis | 
ſcelus omne Britannum 
Eccleſias, qui namque Thomas 
Confundit ubigue _ 
Non ſacer iſte, Thomas 
Sed duro corde, Goleas 
Duem geſtat Malu. 
ſathane caret (obſecro cubs 
Fundens Aſpaltum (precor ) 


bunc * * lege cautum 


Bil eft miſero 


 Hfperius ni 
Apoftropha ad Londini cives (citando mulum aſins 
aureo galerato) in acturſum aſini, &c. 


| E Icitat aſinus multum mirabile, viſu 
Calcibus O veſtro cives occurite Aſello 

Dui regnum regemque regit qui vgſtra gubernat 

Predia, divitias, nummos, gaſas, ſpoliande, 


Dixit alludent, immo illudens perodoxam de afing 
| aureo galerato. xxxill. e 


Hic vatis illi, de quo loquuntur mille. 
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Here after foloweth 4 litle bote called 
Colyn Clout, compiled by Maſter Skel. 
ton Poet Laureate. | 


Luis conſurgat mecum adverſus malig- 
nantes? aut quis ſtabit mecum 
adverſus operantes iniquita= 
tem? Nemo domine. 


HAT can it auaile 


Of an herynges taile 
To ryme or to rayle 
To write or to indyte 


Eyther for delite 


Or els for deſpite 

Or bookes to compile 

Of divers maner of ſtyle 

Vyce to reuile 

And ſinne to exyle 

To teache or to preche- 

As reaſon wyll reach 

Saye thys and ſaye that 

His head is ſo fat 

He wotteth neuer what 

Nor wherof he ſpeaketh 

He cryeth and he creketh 

He pryeth and he peketh 

He chydes and he chatters 

He prates and he patters Ei a 
He clytrers and he clatters 1 
He medles and he — 5 : 
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He gloſes and he flatters 
Or if he ſpeake plaine 

Than he lacketh brayne 
He is but a foole 

Let him go to ſcoole 

A three footed ſtoole 

That he may downe ſyt 
For he lacketh wit 

And if that he hit 

The nayle on the head 

It ſtandeth in no ſtede + 
The Deuyll they fay is dead 
The Deuill is dead, 


It may wel ſo be 
Or els they wold ſee 
Otherwiſe and flee 
From worldly vanitie 
And foule covetouſnes 
And other wretchednes 
Fickell falſeneſſe 
Varyableneſſe 
With vnſtableneſſe 


And if ye ſtand i dout 
Who brought this ryme about 
My name is Colyn Clout 
J purpoſe to ſhake out 
my conning bagge 
Lyke a clarkely hagge 
For though my rime be ragged 
Tattered and 1agged 
Rudely rayne beaten 
Ruſty and moothe eaten 
If ye talke well therewyth 
It bath in it ſome pith 
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For as farre as I can ſee ns 
It is wrong with eche degree 
For the temporalty 
Accuſeth the ſpiritualty 
The ſpirituall agayn 
Doth grudge and complain: 
Upon temporall men 
Thus eche of other blother 
The tone againſt the tother 
Alas they make me ſhoder 
For in hoder moder 
The churche is put in faulte 
The Prelates ben ſo haut 
They ſay and loke ſo hye 
| As though they wold flye 
| Aboue the ſterry sky 


Lay men ſay indede 
How they take no hede 
Their ſely ſhepe to fede 
But plucke away and pul 
The fleces of their wull 
Unnethes they leve a locke 
Of wull amonge their flocke 

And as for theyr connyng 
A glumming and a mummyng 
And make therof a iape 
They gaſpe and they gape 
Al to haue promocion D 
There is their whole deuocion 
With money, if it will hap 
To cath the forked cap 
Forſoth they are to lewd 
To fay fo all be ſhrewd 


What trow ye they ſay more 
r Of the byſhoppes lore EE 
or 1 wN 
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How in matters they be raw 
They lumber forth the law 
To herke Jacke and Gyl 
Whan they put vp a bil 

And judge it as they will 

For other mens skill 
Expounding out their clauſes- 
And leaue their owne cauſes 
In their principal cure 

They make but lytle ſure 
And meddels very light 

In the churches right 

But Ire and venire 

And fol fa, ſo alamire 

That the premenire 

Is like to be ſet a fire 

In their juriſdictions 


error cgrrrgr pro an 


Through temporall afflictions 

Men ſay they haue preſcriptions 

Againſt the ſpiritual contradictions 

Accompting them as fictions 

And whiles the heades doe this 

The remnaunt is amis 

Of the clergy all Li 
Both great and ſmall TI 
I wot neuer how they warke Te 
But thus the people carke Fre 
And ſurely thus they fay An 
Byſhoppes if they may Ser 
Smal houſes wold kepe An 
But ſlumbre forth and ſlepe W. 
And aſſay to crepe Set 
Within the noble walles Th 
Of the Kinges halles | 
To fat their bodies full ] 


Their ſoules lame and dul An 


The boke of Colin Clout. 183 
And haue ful litle care 
How euil their ſhepe fare 


© The temporality ſay plain: 
How Biſhoppes diſdain. 
Sermons for to make 

Or ſuch labour to take. 
And for to ſay trouth 

A great part is ful ſlouth. 

But the greateſt part 
Is for they haue but ſmal art 
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Like Aaron and Ure 
The Wolfe from the dore 
To wary and to k 
From their goſtly ſhepe 
And their ſpiritual lammes 
Sequeſtred from rammes 
And from the berded Gotes 
. their hery co 

ht Id ne grotes 
— 1 dur tel. 


But they are lothe to mel 
And lothe to hang the bel 


| And right ſclender cunayng 
Within their heades wunning 
hut this reaſon they take | 
How they are able to make 6 
With their gold and treaſure 1 
Clerkes out of meaſure i 
And yet that is a pleaſtire J 
How be it ſome there bee f 
ee two or three 0 
that digni 1 
Full worlhipfil Clerkes g 
As appeareth by their werkes 5 
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About the cattes necke 

For dred to haue a checke 

They are fain to play, deuz deck 
How be it they are good men 
Much harted lyke an hen 

Their le ſſons forgotten they haue 
That Becket them gaue | 
Thomas manum mittit ad fortia 
Spernit damna ſpernit opprobria 
Nulla T homam frangit injuria 
But now euery ſpirituall father 
Men ſay they had rather 

Spende muche of their ſhare 
Than to be combred with care 
Spende, nay but ſpare 

For let ſee who that dare 

Shoe the mockiſh mare 

They make her winch and kicke 
But it is not worthe a leeke 
Boldneſſe is to ſeeke 

The churche for to defende 
Take me as I intende 

For lothe I am to offende 

In thys that I haue pende 

J tell you as men ſay 

Amend when ye may 

For u/que ad montem fare 

Men ſay ye cannot appare 

For ſome fay ye hunt in parkes 
And hanke on hobby Larkes 
And other wanton warkes 
When the night darkes, 


What hath laymen to doe 
The gray goſe for to ſhoe 
Lyke houndes of hell 
They cry and they yell 


* How 


How 
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How that ye ſell 
The grace of the Holy Goſt 
Thus they make their boſt 
Through _ _ 

How ſome of you do eat 

In Lenton ſeaſon fleſh meat 
Feſauntea Partriche and Cranes 
Men call you therfore prophanes 
Ye picke no ſhrympes nor pranes 
Salthſh, Stockfiſh nor Herring 
t is not for your wearing 

Nor in holy Lenton ſeaſon 

Ye wil neither Beanes ne Peaſon 
But ye looke to be let looſe 

To a Pygge or to a Gooſe 

Your George not endewed 
Without a Capon ſtewed 

Or a ſtewed Cocke 

Under her ſurfled ſmocke 

And her wanton wodicocke 


And how when ye geue orders 
In your prouinciall borders 
As Inſipientes 
Some are inſufficientes 
Some parum ſapientes 
Some nibil intelligentes 


Some valde negligentes 
Some nullum ſenſum habentes 


But beſtially and vntaught 
But whan they haue once caught 
Dominus vobiſcum by the hed 

renne they in euere ſtede 
God wot with dronken nolles 
Yet take they cures of ſoules 
And woteth neuer what they rede 
Pater neſter nor Crede 
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Conſtrue not worth a whiſtle 


| Nether Goſpel nor Piſtle Upe 
| Theyr Mattins madly ſayde AN 
$ Nothing deuoutly praid : Ala 
1 Their learning is ſo ſmall Fon 
=. Their prymes and houres fal Fon 
| And lepe out of their lippes Anc 
Lyke ſawduſt or dry chippes | For 
I ſpeake not now of al Anc 
But the moſte parte in general Thi 
Of ſuche vagabundus As 
Speaketh totus Mundus MW ac 
How ſome ſyng let abundus | La 
At euerye ale ſtake 
With welcome hake and make o 
By the bread that God brake As 
I am ſory for your ſake An 
I ſpeake not of the god wife | hi 
But of their Apoſtles lyfe Me 
Cum ipſis Vel illis Mi 
Qui manent in Villis WD 
| Ef Uxor Vel ancilla A. 
1 elcome. Jacke and Gills Bu 
My prety Petronylla : | 
And you wil be ſtilla W 
You ſhall haue your wylla Fo 
| Of ſuch Pater noſter pekes Is 
All the worlde ſpeakes. | * 
In you the faut is ſuppoſed Bu 
For that they are not appoſed 
By iuſt examinacion 
In conning and conuerſation R 
They haue none inſtruction A 
To make a true conſtruction | 10 
A prieſt without a letter A 
Without his vertue be greater if 


Dout- 


Upon him for to take 
A Mattocke or a Rake 


Alas for very ſhame 


Some can not declyne their name 
y rede 


dome cannot ſc 


And yet will not drede 


For to kepe a cure, 
And in nothing is ſu 


re 


This Domine vobiſcum * 


As wyſe as Tom à thrum 


A chaplayne of truſte 


| Layth all in the duſt 


Thus I Colin Clout | 


As I go about 


And wandryng as I walke 


| heare the people talke 


Men fay for ſyluer and Golde 
| Miters are bought and fold 


appoſe 


There ſhall no cler 


A Myter nor a Croſſe 


But a full purſe 


A ſtraw for Goddes curſe 
What are they the worſe 


For a Simoniake, 
I but a hermoniake 


And no more ye make 
Of Symony men ſay 


But a childes play 


Ouer this the forſayd laye 
Report how the Pope maye- 


A holy anker call 


Out of the ſtony wall 


And hym a byſſhopp make 
f he on him dare take 
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Doutleſſe were much better 
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To kepe ſo hard a rule 
To ryde ypon a Mule 

Wyth golde all be trapped 

In é purple and paule be lapped 
Some hatted and ſome capped 
Rychely be wrapped 

God wot to theyr great paynes 

In Rotchettes of fine raynes 

Whyte as morowes mylke 
Their tabertes of fine filke 
Their ſtirops of mixt golde begarded 
There may no coſt be ſpared 
Their Moyles Golde doth eate 
Theyr neighbours dye for meat. 


What care they though Gul ſweat 
Or Jacke of the Noke 
The pore people they yoke 
With Sommons and Citacions 
And excommunications 
1 Aboute churches and market 
J The Byſhop on his carpet 
1 At home full ſoft doth ſyt 
This is a feareful 8 
To heare the people ye | 
Now warely they wrangle 
Alas why do ye not handle 
And them all mangle 
Full falſly on you they lye 
And ſhamefully you aſcry 
And ſay as vntruly 
As the butter iy 
A man might ſay in mocke 
Ware the Wethercocke 
Of thee ſteple of Poules, 
And thus they hurt their ſoules 


— he » | 
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In ſclaunderyng you for truth 
Alas it is great ruthe 
Some ſay ye ſit in trones 
Like Prynces aguilonis 
And ſhryne your rotten bones 
With pearles and precious ſtones 
But how the commons grones 
And the people mones 
For preeſtes and for lones 
Lent and neuer payde 
But from day to day delaid 
The commune welth decayd 
Men ſay ye are tunge tayde 
And therof ſpeake nothing 
hut diſſimuling and gloſing 
Wherfore men be ſuppoſing 
That ye geue ſhrewd counſel 
Againſt the commune wel 
By pollyng and pillage 
In cities and village | 
* taxyng and tol lage 
e haue monks to haue the culerage 
For coueryng of an old cottage 
That committed is a collage 
In the charter of dottage 
Tenure par ſervice de ſottage 
And not par ſervice de ſocage 


After old ſegnyours | 
And the learning of Litleton tenours 

Ye haue fo ouverthwarted 

That good lawes are ſubuerted 


And good reaſon peruerted 


Religious men are fayne 
For to turne agayne 
In ſecula ſeculorum 
In And to forſake their corum PR 
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| And vagabundare per forum 


And take a fyne meritorum 
Contra regulam morum 
Aut blacke monacorum 


Aut canonicorum 


Aut Bernardinorum 

Aut crucifixorum 

And to ſynge from place to place 

Lyke apoſtataas 
And the ſelfe ſame game 

on and now with — 

Amongeſt the ſely Nunnes 

My Lady now ſhe runnes 

Dame Sybly our Abbeſſe 

Dame Dorotho and Lady Beſſe 

Dame Sare our Pryoreſſe 


Out of theyr cloyſter and quere 


With an heauye cheere 

Muſt caſt vp their blacke vay les 
And ſet vp their fucke ſayles | 
To catch wind with their ventayles 
What Colin there thou ſhailes 
Yet thus with ylil hay les 

The lay fee people rayles 


And all they laye 
On you prelates and ſay 


Ye do wrong and no righte 
To pur them thus to flight 


No Matins at midnight 


Boke and chalis gone quite 


Plucke away the leades 
Ouer theyr heades 
And ſel away theyr bels 
And al that they haue els 
Thus the people tels 


Rajles 
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Rayles lyke rebels FR 
Rede ſhrewdly and ſpels 

And wyth foundations mels 

And talke lyke titiuelles 

How ye breake the deades willes 

Turne monaſteris into water millis 

Of an Ny 2 gan ke a graunge 

Your workes they ſay are ſtraunge 

do that theyr Pies Pf ſoules 
Haue loſt theyr beade roules 
The mony for theyr maſſes 
Spent among wanton laſſes 

The Diriges are forgotten 

Their founders lye there rotten 
But where theyr ſoules dwel 
Therwith I wil not mel 
What could the Turke do more 
Wyth all hys falſe lore 
Turke, Sarazen or Jew 

| report me to you 


O merciful Jeſu 
You ſupport and reſcite 
My ſtile for to directe 
It may take ſome effect 
For I abhorre to wryte 
ow the lay fee deſpite 
ou prelates that of ryght 
Should be lanternes of light 
e live they ſay in delyte 


Drowned in deliciis 
glyria et divicus 
ito honorable honore 
gloria et ſplendore 
Mugurantes haſte 
wentes parum Caſte 


Raj les 
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Let ſwete meat hath ſoure ſauce 


For after gloria laus 

Chriſt by crueltie 

Was nayled vpon a tree 
He payed a bitter pencion 
For mans redemption 

He dranke eiſel and gall 

To redeme vs withall 
But ſwete Ipocras ye drynke 
With let the Cat winke + 
Ich wot what eche other thynk 
How be it per aſſimule 
Some men thinke that ye 


Shall haue penaltie 


For your iniquity 
Note what I ſay 


And beare it wel awaye 


If it pleaſe not the ologys 
It is good for aſtrologis 

For Ptholme told me 

The Sunne ſomtime to bee 
In Ariete | 
Aſcendent a degree 


What Scorpion deſcending 


Was ſo then pretending 

All fatall for one 

'That ſhall fit on a trone 

And rule all thinges alone 

Your teeth whet on this bone 
Amongſt you euery chone 
And let Collyn Clout haue none 
Maner of cauſe to mone 

Lay falve to your own ſore 


For els as I ſayd before 


After gloria laus 
May come a ſoure face 


Sory therfore am I 
But trouth can neuer lye 


With language thus poluted 
Holy church is bruted 
And ſhamefully confuted 
My pen now wyll I ſharpe 
And wreſt vp my harpe 
With ſharpe twinking trebels 
Agaynſt al ſuch heb 
That labour to confound 
| And bring the church to the ground. 
Az ye may daily ſee 
Howe the Laye fee 
Of one afhaicee 
Conſente and agree 
Agaynſt the Churche to * 
And the dignitee 
Of the Byſhoppes fee 
And eyther ye be to bad 
Or els they are mad 
()f this to report 
But vnder your ſupporte, 
Tyll my dying day 
| thall bothe wryte and ſay 
And ye ſhall do the ſame 
How they are to blame 
You thus to diffame 
kor it maketh me ſad 
How that the people are glade 
The church to depraue 
and ſome there are that raue 
Preſuming on their wit 
Whan chere is neuer a whit 
To maintaine argumentes 
Againſt the Sacramentes 


K 
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Some make ilogation 
Of highe predeſtination 
And of reſidenation 
They make interpretation 
Of an awquard facion 
And of the preſcience 
Of diuine eſſence 
And what Ipoſtatis 
Sik lhe aus wt obo 
uch logike men c 
And in their fry hope = 


When the good ale ſop 


Dothe daunce in their fore top 
Both women and men 

Such ye may wel know and ken 
That agayn preſthode 

Their malice ſpred abrode 
Railing hainouſſy 


And diſdainouſly 


Of prieſtly dignities 
But their malignities 


And ſome haue a ſinacke | 


Of Luthers ſacke 


And a brenning ſparke 


Of Luthers warke 


And are ſomwhat ſuſpect 
In Luthers ſect 
And ſome of them barke 


Clatter and 4.4 


Of that Hereſy art 
Called Wicleuiſta 
The Deueliſhe dogmatiſta 
And ſome be Hu 

And ſome bee Arrians 
And ſome be Pollegians 
2 make much varians 


The boke of Colin Clout. 


wene 


fe boke of Colin Clout 


Betwene the clergy 

And the temporalty 

How the church hath to mickel 

And they haue to litel 

And bring him in materialities 

And qualified qualities 

Ur pluralities 

Of tryalities 

And of tot quottes | 

They commune like Scottes RP 
As commeth to their lottes 
Of prebendaries and deanes e 


How ſome of them gleanes 
And gathered up the ſtore 
For to catch more and more 
Of perſons and vicaries 
They make many outcryes | 
They cannot kepe theyr wiues 
From them for theyr ly 
and thus the loſels ſtrives 
and lewdly ſays by Chriſt 
Agaynſte the ſely prieſt 
Alasand wel awaye | 
What ayles theym thus to ſaye 
They mought be better aduiſed 
Then to be diſgiſed = 
Bur they haue enterpryſed 
And ſhamefullye ſurmiſed 
How prelacy is ſold and bought, 
nd come vp of nought 
und where the prelates be 
ome of low degre 
5 = in 5 
\nd ſpirituall dignity 
Fuel benignity 


rwell ſumplicitye 
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Farwel humilitye 
Farwel good charity 


Ye are ſo puffed wyth pryde 
That no man may abile oe 
Your high and lordly lokes 

| Ye caſt up then your bokes 
And vertue is forgotten 


For then 10 wyl be wroken 


Of euery light quarel 
And . a Cond. iauel 
A knight a knaue to make 
Ye boſte, ye face, ye crake 
And vpon you take 
To rule King and kayſer 
And if you maye haue layſer For) 
Ye bryng all to nought MWBrow 
And that is all your thought W 
For the Lordes temporall Goda! 
Their rule is very ſmall non 
Almoſt nothing at al | The 
Men fay how ye appal To r 
'The noble bloud royal And 
In erneſt and in game How 
Ye are the leſſe to blame Of a 
For Lordes of noble bloude Witt 
If they wel underſtand ; Wha 
How conning might them auaunce Witt 
They would pype you another daunce Ye 1 
But noble men borne To « 
'To learne they haue ſcorne To f 
But hunt and blowe an horne Lodg 
Leape over lakes and dikes Cour 
Set nothing by politikes oe Som 
Therfore ye kepe them bace Alas 
And mocke them to their face - Lee 
This is a petious caſe IMan 


| : To And 
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o you that ouer the wheele | 
Lordes muſt couch and knele 
And breake theyr hoſe at the knee 
As daily men may ſee | 
And to remembraunce call 
Fortune ſo turneth the ball 
And ruleth ſo ouer al! 
That honour hath a great fall. 
Shal I tel you more, ye ſhal 
am loth to tel all 3 
But the communalty ye call 
dols of Babilon 
De terra Zabulon 
De terra Neptalym 
For you love to go trim 
Brought vp of poore eſtate 
Wyth pryde inordinate 
Sodaynly vpſtarte 
From the dong cart 
The Mattockes and the ſhule 
To reynge and to rule 
And haue no grace to thynke 
How they were wont to 
Of a lether bottell 
With a knauiſh ſtoppel 
mamockes was your meate 
With mould bread to eat 
Ye would none other geate 
To chew and to gnaw 
To fil therwith your maw 
Lodged in the ſtrawe 
Couching your drouſy heades 
domtime in louſy es 
ay this is out of 1, * 
e grow now out of e 
___ Many one haue but winde 
Tag And make the commons blinde zag 
* But 
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But Qui ſe exiſtimat ſtars | 
Let him wel beware 
Leaſt that his fote ſlip 
And haue ſuch a trip 
And falle in ſuch decay 
That all the world myght ſay 
Com. down on the diuels way 
Of Brier all that 
ops they chat 

Thar ra 7 round your heare 
An ynche about your care 

aures patentes 
And parum intendentes 
And your courſers be trapped 
Your eares they be ſtopped 
For maiſter adulator 
And doctour afſentator 
And Blandior blandiris 
With mentor mentiris | 
- They folow your deſyres 
That ye can not eſpie 
And ſo they blere your eye 
How the male doth wryte 


Alas for Gods will 

| Whye ſytte 97 Prelates ſty] 
And ſuffer all this yll | 
Ye Biſhoppe of eſtates 
Shoulde open the brode gates 
For your ſpiritual charge 
And confort at large 

Like 3 3 

In the es ſighte 

In — antentike 

For the wele publike 

Of prieſthod in this caſe 
And alwayes to chaſe 


Suche 
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Suche manner of ſiſmatikes 
And halfe heretikes 

That wold intoxicate 
That wold conquinate 
That wold contaminate 
And that would violate 
And that would derogate 
And that would abrogate 
The church is high eſtate 
After this manner rates 
The whyche ſhoulde be 
Bothe franke and free 

And haue their liberty 

And of antiquity 

It was ratefyed 

And alſo gratefyed 

By holy ſinodals 

And buls papals 

As it is res certa 


Conteygned in Magna Carta. 


But maiiter Damian 
Or ſome other nan 
That clerkely is, and can 
Wel ſcripture expound 
And textes grounde. 
His benefice worth ten pound 
Or skant worth twenty marke 
And yet a noble clerke 0 
He muſt do this werke 
As I know a part 
Some mayſters of Art 
Some doctours of law 
Some learned in other ſaw 
As in diuinitie 
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But the pore degree 

Of the vniuerſitie 
Or. elſſe Frere Fredericke 
8 2 1 * Dominike 

e Hugulinus ' 

Or frere Aguſtinus 

Or frere Carmelus 
That goſtly can heale vs 
Or elſſe if we maye 
Get a frere Graye 
Or elſſe of the order 
Uppon Grenewiche border 
Called obſervaunce 

And a frere of Fraunce 
Or elſſe the poore Scot 
It muſte come to his lot 
To ſhote forth his ſhot 
= of Babuell beſide Bery 

o poſtell vpon 
fx — ow wah it wolle be noted 


| re ſhould be coted 
pe - rkle pruuwod 


And yet the frere doted 
Men ſay 


But your auctority 
And A he noble fee 
And your dignitie 
Should be imprinted better 
Then all the Freres letter 
For yf ye wolde take payne 
To preache a worde or twayne 
Though it were neuer ſo playne 
With clauſes two or three 
So 8 they mighte be 
iouſlye conueyed 3 
Nat wordes ſhould be more weid 


* 4 
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And better perceyued ; 1 
And thankfully receyued 1} 
And better ſhoulde remayne iv 
Amonge the people playne 4 
That wolde your wordes retayne iÞ 
And reherſe them agayne 128 
Than a thouſand thouſand other 1 
That blaber, barke and blother 1 
And make a Walſhman's hoſe ſh 
Of the text and of the gloſe 1 
For proteſtation made ” x 
That I will not wade 1 
Farther in this brooke 1 
Nor farther for to looke | f 
In deuiſing of this boke 55 
But anſwer that I may 9 
For my ſelf alwaye | 


| Eyther analogice 
Or els rathagorice 
So that in diuinitee 
Doctors that learned be 
Nor bachelers of that faculty 
That hath taken degre 
In the vniuerſitie 
Shall not be objected for me. 


But doctour Bullatus 
Parum litteratus 
Dominus doftoratus 
At the brode gatus 
Doctour Daupatus 
And bacheler bacheleratus 
Dronken as a mouſe 


At the ale houſe 
Taketh his pillion and his cap 
At the good ale tap 
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For lacke of good wyne 
As wyſe as Robin ſwine 
Under a notaries figne 


Was made a diuine 
As wiſe as Waltoms calfe 
Muſt preache a Goddes halfe 
In the pulpyt ſolempnly 
More meet in a pillory 
For by ſainct Hillary 
He can nothing ſmatter 
Of logike nor ſcole matter 1 
Neyther ſilogiſare Thi 
Nor of emptimeniare | | But 
Nor knoweth his eloquence | And 
Nor his predicamence. To 
And yet he will mel | = 
To amend the Goſpel KÞ Bo 
And wil preach and tel Th 
What they do in hel Th 
And he dare not wel neuen Th 
What they do in bauen | In 
Nor how far Temple bare is Go 
From the ſeuen ſtarres e 
| By 
Nowe will I g 
And tel of vs 3 
Semper proteſtando In 
Die non impugnando 5 80 
| The foure. orders of fryers So 
| Thoughe ſome of them be lyers. | At 
g As limiters at large W 
ö Wyll charge and diſcharge A 
- As many a fryar God wot 1 
Preaches for his grote | A 
| Flatterynge for a new. cote A 
| 


5 And 


nd 


And for to have hys fees 
Some to gather cheeſe 
Lothe they are to leſe 
Eyther Corne or Mault 
Sometime Meale and Sault 
Sometime a bacon flicke 
That is three fingers thycke 
Of larde and of greace 
Their couent to encreace 


J put you out of doubt 
This cannot be brought about 


But they their tonges file 


And make a pleaſaunte ſtyle 


To Margerye and to Maude 


Howe they haue no fraude 

And ſormtyme they prouoke 
Bothe Gyll and Jacke at noke 
Their duties to withdraw 

That they ought by the lawe 
Their curates to content 

In open time and in Lente 

God wot they take great payne 


| To flatter and to fayne 


But it is an old ſayd ſaw 

That neede hath no lawe 
Some walke aboute in melottes 
In gray ruſſet and hery cotes 
Some wil neyther golde ne grotes 
Some pluck a partrich in remotes 
And by the barres if her tayle 
Wil know a Rauen from a rayle 
A quail, the raile, and the old rauen 
Sed libera nos a malo. Amen. 
mY dudum their clementine 
Againſt Curates repine 
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And fay proprely they are Sacerdot es 
To fhryue, afloyle and reles 

Dame ies ſoule out of hel 
But when the frier fel in the wel 
He could not ſing himſelfe therout 
But by the helpe of Chriſtian clout 


Another clementine alſo 
How frere Fabion, with other mo 
Exivit de paradiſe 
Whan they again thither ſhall come 
De hoc petimus confilium 
And through all the world they go 
With Dirige and placebo. 


But now my minde ye vnderſtand 
For they 1 take in hand 
To m—_ and to withſtand 
Al maner of abiections 
For biſhops haue protections 
ſay to do corrections 
But they haue no affections 
To take the ſayd directions 
In ſuch _ of caſes 
2 ſay t 1 beare no faces 
To occupy ſuch places 
To ſow the ſede of graces 
Their hartes are ſo faynted 
And they be ſo attaynted 
With coueitous and ambicion 
And other ſuperſticion 
That they be deafe and dum 
And play ſcylens aud glum - 
Can ſay nothing but mum. 


They occupy theym ſo 
With ſinging placebo 


7 wil no farther go 

hey had leuer to pleaſe _ 

Ind take their worldly eaſe - 

Than to take on hand "Rf 


Yorſhyp to wythſtando © 


Suche temporal war and bate 
As nowe is made of late 
Againſt holy churche eſtate 
Or to mayntayne good quarelles 
The lay men call them barrelles 
Full of glotony 
And of hypocriſye 
That counterfaytes and paints 
As they were ſaintes 
In matters that them lyke 
They ſhew them politike. 


Pretending grauitie 
And ſygnyorytie 
With all ſolempnitie 
For their indempnitie 
For they will haue no leſſe 
Of a peny, nor of a croſle 
Of their prediall landes 
That cometh to their handes 
Anc as farre as they dare ſet 
al is fyſhe that cometh to net 
Building royally 
Their mancions curiouſly 
Wich turrettes and with toures 
With halles and with boures 
Yreching to the ſtarres 
Wich glaſſe windowes and barres 
Hangyng about the walles * 
Coches of golde and palles 


The boke of Colin Clout. 


 - Daunced a lege de moy 


206 The boke of Colin Clout. 

Alas of ryche araye Hoy 
Freſhe as fiuvares in Maye Ihe 
Wyth dame Dyana naked : 

Howe luſtye Venus quaked 
And howe Cupide ſhaked 

His darte and bente hys bowe 
For to ſhote a Crowe 

At her yrly tyrlowe 

And how Paris of Troye 


Made luſtye ſporte and ioye 
With dame Helyn the Queene 
With ſuch ſtoryes by deen 
Their chambres wel be ſeen 
With triumphes of Ceſar 

And of his Pompeius war 

Of renowne and of fame 

By them to get a name 


Nowe all the world ſlares 
How they ryde in goodly chares 
Conueyed by Olyphantes 
With Lauriat garlantes 
And by vnycornes 
With thelr ſemely hornes 
Upon theſe beaſtes riding 
Naked boyes ſtriding 
| = wanton wenches wi 
Nov truly to my think 
That is a peel en * 
And a mete meditacion 
For prelates of eſtate 
Their courage to abate 
From worldly wontonnes 
Their chambre thus to dres 
With ſuch parfetnes 


And al ſuch holynes 


How 
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How be it they let down fall 
Their churches cathedral 


Squire Knight and Lord 
Thus = e omg 
With all temporal people 
runne againſt the ſteeple- 
Thus talkyng and tellinge 
How ſome of you are mellynge 
Yet ſoft and fayre for ſwellyng 
Beware of a queanes yelling. 
t is a beſy thing 
For one man to rule a kyng 
Alone and make rekenyng 
To gouerne ouer all 
And rule a realme royall 
by one mannes wit 
fortune may chaunce to flit 
And whan he weneth to ſyt 
Yet may he myſſe the quisſhon 
for I red a prepoſicion 
dum regibus dimicare 
Et omnibus dominare 
t ſupra te pravars 
herefore he hathe good vre 
dat can himſelfe aſſure 
How fortune wyl endure 
let reaſon you ſupport 
kor the communalte 
at they haue great wonder 
hat ye kepe them ſo vnder 
let they meruayle ſo muche leſſe 
or ye play fo at the cheſſe 
| _ ſuppoſe and geſſe 
{hat fome of you but late 
i played ſo checkmate 


How With 
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With Lordes of great eſtate 
After ſuch a rate 

That they ſhall mel nor make 
Nor vpon them take 

For Kyng nor kayſer ſake 


But at the pleaſure of one 
That ruleth the reſt alone. 


Helas, I faye Helas 

Howe maye this come to paſle 
That a man ſhall heare a maſſe 
And not ſo hardy on his head 
To loke on God in forme of brea. 
But that the paryſhe clerke . 
There vpon muſt herke 

And graunt him at his askyng 
For to ſee the ſacryng 


And how may this acord 
No man to our ſouerayne Lorde 
So hardy to make ſute 
Nor to execute 
His commaundement 
Wichout the aſſent 
Oft our prelident 
Nor to expreſſe to his perſon 
Without your aſſentacion 
Graunt him his licence 
To preace to his preſence | 
Nor to ſpeake to him ſecretly 
Openly nor preuyly 
Without his preſident be by 
Or els his ſubſtitute _ 

home he wyl depute 
Neither Earle ne Duke 
Permitted by ſainct Luke 
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And by ſweet faint Marke 
This is a wonderous warke 
That the people talke this 
Somewhat there is amis 
The deuill cannot ſtop their mouthes 
But they will talk of ſuche — 
All that euer they ken 
Againſt all ſpiritual men. 


Whether it be wronge or ryghte 
Or els for diſpighte 
Or howe euer it hape 4 

tounges thus do | 
ene ſuch een 
your action 
And fr fo? ne goa they ſay truely 
As they may abide als? 
Or els that they do lye 
Ye know better than I 
but now, debetis ſcire 
And groundlye audi. 


ſa wul caſt 
mk — — faſt, 

Stand ſure and take good foting 
4nd let be al your moting 
Tour Suns and your toting 
And your parcial promoting 
Of thoſe that ſtand in your grace 
But olde ſeruauntes ye chaſe 
And put them out of their place 

ake ye no murmuracion 
3 I write after this facion 
zh I Colyn Clout 
wong the whole route 


And 
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Of you that clearkes be 
Take vpon me 

Thus copiouſly to write 
I do it not for no deſpite 
Wherfore take no diſdaine 
At my ſtile rude and playne 
For I rebuke no man 

That vertuous is, why than 
Wreke ye your anger on me 
For thoſe that vertuous be 
Haue no cauſe to ſay 


That I ſpeake out of the way. 
Of no good Byſhop ſpeake! 


Nor Preſt of the clargy 


Good Frere nor good Chanon 

Good Nunne, nor good Canon 

Good Monke, nor good Clerke 

2 of no good werke 
G : 

— 

In ſpeaking and rebelling 

In hindering and difauailing 

Holy church our mother 

One againſt another 


Io vſe ſuch diſpiſing 


Is all my whole wryting 

To hinder no man 

As neare as I can 

For no man haue I named 
Wherfore ſhould I be blamed 
Ye ought to be aſhamed 
Againſt me to be greued 
And can tell no cauſe why 


But that I wryte trulye 


Then if any ther be 


Of 
Of 
Or 
Th: 
Th: 
Anc 
Or 
Suc 
The 
For 
An) 

\ 


D 
— 


Anc 
Thi 
No! 
Not 
No! 
Of - 
Wil 
To 
But 
To 
To 
But 
The 
But 
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Of high or low degree 

Of the ſpiritualty 

Or of the temporaltye 

That doth thinke or wene 
That his conſcience be not clene 
And feleth hymſelfe ſicke 

Or touched on the quicke 

Such grace God them ſend 
Themſelf to amend 


For I wyll not pretend 
Any man to oflend 


Wherfore as thinketh me 
2 
ytle ue 
This treatiſe to depraue 
Nor wil heare no preaching 
Nor no vertuous 
Nor wil haue no reſiting 
Of any vertuous wryting 
«= IK Wil know none intelli ; 
Io refourme their negligence 
But live ſtil out of facion 
To their owne damnation _ 
To do ſhame, they haue no ſhame 
But they wold no man ſhould theim blame 
They haue an euil name 
But yet they will occupy the ſame 


With them the worde of God 
ls counted for no rod | 
They count it for a =—_ 

That nothing is auayling 

The preachers with euil 

Shal they vaunt vs —_— 

That be their prymates: 
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0 
Not ſo hardy on their pates 25 
Harke how the loſel prates . 
With a wide weſaunte ; Thi 
Auaunte ſur Guy of Gaunt 1 © ©... 
Auaunte lewde preeſt auaunt Wi 
Auaunt ſyr doctoure Dyuers Ani 
Prate of thy mattens and thy maſſe Ful 
And let oure matters paſſe | An 
How dareſt thou Daucocke mel ? | WY 
How dareſt thou loſell | De 
Alligate the Goſpel | Tr 
Againſt vs of the counſel | Th 
Avant to the deuill of hel By 
. | Is 
Take him warden of the Flete | Ti 
Set him faſte by the fete 
I fay lyuetenaunt of the Toure 
Make this lurden for to loure W 
Lodge him in litle caſe Yi 
Fede him with Beanes and Peaſe 8c 
The Kinges bench or Ma A 
K him thether by and 1 
e villaine preacheth openly A 
And declareth oure villany L 
And of our fre ſimpleneſſe 8 
He ſayes that we are rechleſſe 8 
And full of wylfulneſſe A 
Shameles, and merciles þ 
Incorrigible and inſaciate \ 
And after this rate ( 
Againſt ys doth prate / 
At Paules croſſe or els where | 
Openly at Weſtminſter 
And. Gyn Mary ſpittel 
They ſet not by vs 2 whiſtel 


The boke of Colin Clout, 213 
At the Auſten fryers e 
They count vs for lyers 


And at ſaynt Thomas of Akers 
They carpe vs lyke crakers 
How we wyl rule al at will 
Without good reaſon or skyll 
And fay how that we be 
Full of parcialitie 
And how at a pronge 
We turne right to wrong 
Delay cauſes ſo longe 
That right no man can fong 
They ſay many matters be born 

By the right of a rammes horne 
Is not this a ſhamefull ſcorne? 
| To be teared thus and torne. 


How may we thus indure 
Wherfore we make you ſure 
Ye preachers ſhalbe yawde 
Some ſhalbe ſawde 
As noble Ezechias 
The holy prophet was 
And ſome of you ſhall dye 
Lyke holy Jeremy 
Some hanged ſome ſlayn 
Some beaten to the brayne 
And we wil rule and rayne 
And our matters maintaine 
Who dare ſay there agayne 
Or who dare dyſdaine 
At your pleaſure and wil 
For be it good or be it yl 
As it is, it ſhalbe ſtil 
For al maſter doctour of ciuill 
Or of divine, or doctour * 
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Let him cough, e or ſneuil 
Renne God, renne deuil 
Renne who may renne beſt 
And let take all the reſt 
We ſet not a nut ſhel 
The way to heauen or to hel. 


Lo, this is the giſe now a dayes 
It is to drede men ſayes 
Leaſt they bee ſaducies 
As they be ſayd ſayne 
Which determine playne 
We ſhoulde not riſe agayne 
At dreadful domes daye 
And ſo it ſemeth they play 
Which hate to be corrected 

When they bee infected 
Nor wyll ſuffer this boke 
By hooke ne by crooke 
Prynted for to be | 
For that no man ſhould ſee 
Nor rede in any ſcrolles 
Of their dronken nolles 
Nor of their noddy polles 
Nor of theyr ſely ſoules 
Nor of ſome witles pates 
Of diuers great eſtates 
As well as other men 

Now to withdraw my pen 
And now a while to re 
Me ſemeth it for the beſte. 


The fore caſtel of my ſhip 
Shall glide and ſmothely ſlip 
Out of the waues wode 
Of the ſtormye floude 
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Shote 


Her | 


Shote 
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Shote anker and lye at rode | 
And fayle not farre a brode 
Til the cooſte be clere 
That the lode ſtarre appere 
My ſhyp now wyl I =_ 
Towarde the port Salu 
Of our Sauiour Jeſu 
Such grace that he us ſende 
To rectify and amend 
Thinges that are amis 
Whan that his pleaſure is, 


In opere imperfefto 
In opere ſemper perfect 
Et in opere pluſquam perfect 


Here after folowetth a litle boke of Philip 
Sparow, compiled by maſter Skelton, 
| Poet Laureate. 


La ce be 

Who is there who 
„ 

Dame Margery 

Fa re my my 

herfore and why why 

or the ſoule of Philip Sparow 
lat was late ſlaine at Carow 
\monge the Nunnes blake 
for that ſweet ſoules fake 

ind for al Sparowes ſoules 

vet in our bead roules 

"ater nofter qui 

ich an Aus maria 


t 
[? 
| 
F 
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And with the corner of a creed 
The more ſhalbe your meed. 


Han I remembre agayne 
How my Philip was ſlaine 

Neuer halfe the paine 

Was berwene you twayne 

Pyramus and Thesbe 

As than befell to me 

I wept and I wayled 

The teares down hayled 

But nothing it auailed 

To call Philip agayne 

Whom Gib our cat hath ſlayne. 
Gib I fay our cat 

Worrowed her on that 

Which I loued beſte 

It cannot be expreſt 

My ſorowful heavynes 

But al without redres 

For within that ſtound 

Half ſlumbryng in a ſounde 

I fell downe to the ground 
Unneth I keſt mine eyes 

Toward the cloudy skyes 

But when I did behold 

My Sparow dead and cold 

No creature but that wold 

Haue rewed vpon me 

To behold and ſee 

What heauines did me pange 

Wherwith my handes I wrange 

That my ſenowes cracked 

As though I had ben racked 

So payned and ſo ſtrained 

That no life welnye remained 


1 fgbed 
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I fighed and I ſobbed 
For that I was robbed 
Of my Sparowes life 
O mayden, widow and wife 
Of what eſtate ye be 
Of hye or low degre 
Great ſorow then ye might ſe 
And learne to wepe at me 
Such paynes did me freat 
That mine harte did beat 
My viſage pale and dead 
Wanne, and blue as lead 
The panges of hateful death 
Wel nye ſtopped my breathe. 
Heu hey me 
That I am woe for thee 


Ad dominum cum tribularer clamavi 
Of God nothing els craue I 


* Philips ſoule to kepe 
From the marees deepe 

Of Acherontes wel 

This is a a floud of hel 

And from the greate Pluto 

The Prince of endles woe 

And from foule Alecto 

With viſage blacke and blo 

And from Meduſa that mare 

That lyke a feende doth ſtare 
And from Megeras edders 

From rufflinge of Philips fethers 

And from her firy ſparklinges 

For burning of his winges 
And from the ſmokes ſoure 

Of Proſerpinas boure 
And from the dennes darke 
Wher Cerberus doth — | 


1 ſighed 
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Whom Theſeus did afray 
Whom Hercules did out tray 
As famous Poetes ſaye 
For that hel hounde 
That lyeth in chaynes bound 
With gaſtly heades three 
'To Jupiter pray wee 
. [That Phillip preſerued maye bee 
Amen ſay ye wyth me, 
Do. mi nus 
Helpe now ſweet Jeſus 
Levavi oculos mens in montis 


Wold God 1 had Xenophontis, 


'Sk Socrates the wyſe 
To ſhew me their deuiſe 
Moderately to take 
Thys ſorow that I make 
For Philyp Sparowes ſake 
So feruently I ſhake 
I fele my body quake 
So vrgently I am broughte 
Into careful thought 
Like Andromaca Hectors wife 
Was weary of her lyfe 
When ſhe had loſt her joy 
Noble Hector of Troy 
In like maner alſo 
Encreaſeth my deadly woe 
For my Sparow is go 
It was ſo prety a foole 
It wold ſyt on a ſtoole 
And learned after my ſcoole 
For to keepe his cut 
Wich Phillip kepe your cut. 
Thad a veluet cap 
And wold ſyt upon my lap 
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Aud ſeke after ſmal wormes | 
And ſomtime white bread crommes 
And many times and ofte - 
Betwene my breſtes ſoft 
t wold lye and reſt 
It was propre and preſt 

Sometime he wold gaſpe 
When he ſaw a waſpe 
A flye or a gnat 
He would fly at that 
And pretely he would pant 
When he ſaw an ant 
Lord how he wold pry 
After the butter fly - 
Lord how he wold hop 
After the greſſop 
And whan I fayd, Phyp Phip 
Then he wold leape and skip 
And take me by the lip 
Alas it wyl me ſloe 
That Philip is gone me fro 
Si in i qui ta tes 
Alas I was euil at eaſe 
De profoundis clamavi 

When I ſaw my Sparow dye. 

2 after my dome 
Dame Sulhicia at Rome 1 

Whoſe name regiſtred was 
For euer in fables of bras 
Becauſe ſhee did pas 
In poeſy to endyte 
And eloquently to write 

Though ſhe wold pretend 
My Sparow to commend 

| trow ſhe could not amende 


And od 1 
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8 the mm al 
Of my Sparow ro 8 h 
For it would = and go 8 
And fle ſo to and fro i And 
And on me it wold leape For 
Whan I was aſleape He 
And his fethers ſhake To 
Wher wyth hee wold make Any 
Me often for to wake „ 
And for to take him in 75 But 
Upon my naked skin Of 
God wot we thought no ſyn Il 
What though he crept ſo low Of 
It was no hurt I trow My 
He did nothinge perdee Wy 
But ſyt vpon my knee 3 Anc 
Philip though hee were niſe ws But 
In hym it was no viſe Thi 
Phillip had leaue to go [ 
i To pike my little too Of | 
9 Phillip myght be bold To 
i And do what he wold My 
h Philip would ſeke and take Tha 
5 All the flees blake Of 
0 That he could there eſpye To 
| With his wanton eye Jon 
| O pe ra | +: For 
j . hut 
| Coins tibi domine toto corde mes „„ 
| Alas I wold ride and go And 
= 
Thouſand mile of grounde 102 
1 If any ſuch might be founde fe 
It were worth an hundreth pounde Wit 
Of Kyng Creſus golde Me 


Or of Artalus the old Min 
The 


The 
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The ryche Prynce of Pargame 15 
Who fo lift the ſtory to Fe 
Cadinus that his ſiſter ſought 
And he ſhould be boughte 
For gold and fee 
He ſhould ouer the ſee 
To wete, if he coulde bryng 
Any of the ſprynge | 
Or any of the bloude 
But who ſo vnderſtode 
Of medias arte | 
[ wold I had a parte 
Of her crafty magike | 
My Sparow than ſhoulde be quycke 
Wych a charme oy twaine 
And play with me agayne 
But al this 1s in vaine 
Thus for to complaine 

[ toke my ſampler ones 
Of purpoſe for the nones | 
To ſow wyth ſtitches of filke 
My Sparow white as mylke 
That by repreſentacion 1 
Of his image and facion 
To me it might Importe 
Some pleaſure and comfort 
For my ſolace and ſporte 
But whan I was ſowing his beke 
Me thought my mo dyd ſpeake 

; ar 


Me thought of Philyps bloude 
Mine here right vpſtode 
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And was in ſuch a fraye 
My ſpeche was taken awaye 
I keſt downe that there was 
And ſayd alas, alas 
How commeth this to pas 
My fingers dead and cold 
Could not my ſampler hold 
My nedle and threde 
I thrue awaye for drede 
The beſt now that I may 
Is for his ſoule to pray. 
A porta inferi 
C008 _ haue — 
pon my Sparowes ſoule 
Written in my bede roule 
Au di vi wo cem 
Japhet Cam and Sem 
Aa ęgni fi cat 
Shew me the right path 


o the hilles of armonye 


Of your fathers bote 

That was ſomtime a flote 

And now they lye and rote 

Let ſome poetes wryte 
Deucalions floud it highte 
But as verely, as ye be 
The naturall ſonnes three 

Of Noe the Patriarke 

That made that great arke 
Wherin he had apes and owles 
Beaſtes, byrdes and foules 

That if ye can fynde _ 
Any of my Sparowes kynde 


God ſende the ſoule good reſt 


I Wherfore the birdes yet cry 


I woulde 
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[ woulde yet haue a neſt 
As prety and as preſt 
As my Sparow was 
But my Sparow dyd pas 
Ail Sparowes of the wod 
That were fince Noes floud 
Was neuer none fo good 
King Philip of Macedony 
Had no ſuch Philip as I 
No no fir hardely. 

That vengeaunce I aske and cry 
By way of exclamacion 
On al the whole nacion 
Of Cattes wilde and tame 
God ſend them forow and ſhame 
That Cart ſpecially 
That ſlew ſo cruelly 
My litle prety Sparow 
That I brought vp at Carow, 

O cat of churlyſhe kynde 
The feend was in thy minde 
Whan thou my byrd vntwynde 
I wolde thou haddeſt ben blynd 
The leopardes ſauage 
The lyons in their rage 
Might catche the in their pawes 
And gnaw the in their jawes 
Theſe ſerpentes of Libany 
Might ſting the venemouſly 
The dragons with their tunges 
Might poiſon thy liuer and lunges 
The manticors of the mountaynes 
Mighte feed them on thy braines 

Melanchates that hound 
That plucked Acteon to the grounde 
Caue him his mortal wound 


oulde L 4 Chaunged 


224 The boke of Philip Sparow. 
Chaunged to a deere | 
The ſtory doth appere 
Was chaunged to an harte 
So thou foule cat, that thou arte 
The ſelfe ſame hounde 
Might the confound 
That his own Lord bote 
Mighte bite afunder thy throte 
Of Inde the gredy gripes 
Might teare out all thy tripes 
Of Arcady the beares 
Might plucke awaye thine eares 
The wilde wolfe Licaon 
Bite aſondre thy backe bone 
Of Ethna the brenning byl 
That day and night brenneth ſtyll 
Set in thy tayle a blaſe 
That al the world may gaſe 
And wonder vpon thee 
From Occion the greate ſea 
From Tilbery fery 
To the playne of Salisberye 
So traiterouſly my bird to kyll 
That neuer ought the euill will 
| Was neuer bird in cage 
| More gentil of corage 
| In doing his homage 
| Unto his ſoueraine 
Alas II fay agayne 
Death hath departed vs twayne 
The falſe cat hath the ſlaine 
Fare well Phillip adewe 
Our Lorde thy ſoule reſcewe 
Farewell without reſtore 
Farewell for euermore 


And it were a Jew 


1 


Tur bole of Philip Sharow; af 
In wold make one rew 5 

To ſe my ſorow new 

Theſe vilanus falſe cattes 

Were made for miſe and rattes 

And not for byrdes ſmall 

Alas my face waxeth pale 

Telling this pyteous tale 

How my byrd ſo fayre 


My Philips doleful death 
Whan I remembre it 
How pretely it would fit. 
Many tymes and oft 
Upon my finger aloft 
played with him tittel tattel 
And fed him with my ſpattell 
With his bil betwene my lips. 
It was my prety Phips 
Many a prety kuſſe 
Had I of his ſwete muſſe 
And now the cauſe is thus 
That he is ſlayne me fro 
To my great payne and wo 

Of fortune, this the chaunce 
dundeth at varyaunce 
Oft time after pleaſaunce 
Trouble and greuaunce 
No man can be ſure 
Away to have pleaſure 
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As wel perceiue ye may 
How my diſport and playe 
: rom me was taken awaye | 
Gyb our cat ſauage 
7% hat in furious rage 
Caught Philip by the head 
And flue him there ſtarke n 
Kyrie eleyeſon 
Chriſte eleyeſan, 
Hrie eleyeſon, 


Or Philip Sparowes ſoule 
Set in our bead roule 
Let us now whiſper 
A Pater nofter. 

Lauda anima mea dominum. 
To weep with me loke that ye come 
All maner of byrds in your kynd 
See none be left behynd 
To morning loke that ye fawl 
With dolorous ſonges funerall 
Some to ſing, and ſome to ſay 
Some to weep and ſome to praye 
Euery bird in his lay 
The Goldfinch the wagtaile 
The iangling Jaye to rayle 
The flecked Pye to chatter 
Of this dolorous matter 
And Robyn red breſte 
He ſhalbe the preeſt 
The Requiem maſſe to ſyng 
Loftly warbeling 
With helpe of the red ſparow 
And the chattering ſwallow 
This hearſe for to halow 
The Larke with his long toe 
The ſ pike and the Martinet alf 
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The ſhouelar with his brode beck 
The doterell that foliſh pecke 
And alſo the mad coote 
With a balde face to toote 
The felde fare and the ſnyte 
The crowe and the kyte 
The rauen called rolfe 
His playne ſonge to ſolfe 
The partryche, the quayle 
The plouer wyth vs to wayle 
The wodhacke that ſingeth churre 
Horſly as hee had the murre 
The luſty chaunting nightingale 
The popingaye to tel her tale 
That toteth oft in a glaſſe 
Shal rede the Goſpel at maſſe 
The mauis with her whiſtell 
Shal rede there the piſtell 
But with a large and a longe 
To kepe iuſt playne ſonge 
Our chaunters ſhalbe your Cuckoue 
The Culuer, the ſtockedoue 
With Puwyt the Lapwing 
The verſycles ſhal ſynge 
The Bitter with his bumpe 
The Crane with his trumpe 
The ſwan of Menander 
The Gooſe and the Gander 
The Ducke and the drake 
Shal watche at thys wake 
The Pecocke ſo proude 
Becauſe hys voyce is loud 
And hath a gloryous tale 
He ſhal ſynge the grayle 
The Owle that ſo foule 
Muſt helpe vs to Houle 
The Heron ſo gaunte 
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And the cormoraunte 
Wyth the Feſuant 
And the gaglyng Gaunte 
And the churliſh Chouge 
The rout and the kough 
The barnacle the buſſard 
With the wilde mallard 
The diuendop to ſleep 
The water hen to weep 
The puffin, and the tele 
Honey they ſhall dele 
To pore folke at large 
That ſhalbe theyr charge 
The ſemew, and the titmoſe 


The wodcocke with the long noſe 


The threſtill with her warblinge 
The ſtarling with her brablinge 
The rooke, with the Oſpray 
That putteth fiſhes to afray 

And the deinty curlew - 

With the turtil moſt true 

At this Placebo. 

We may not well forgo 
The countring of the co 
The ſtorke alſo 

That maketh this neſt 

In chimneyes to reſt 
Within thoſe walles 
No broken galles 
May there abide- 

Of cokoldry ſyde 

Or els Philoſophy 

Maketh a great lye 
The Eftridge that wil eate 
And horſhowe fo greate 
In the ſtede of meat 

Such feruent heat 

His ſtomake doth frent 
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He cannot wel fly | i 
Nor ſynge tunably | 
Yet at abrayde | 
To ſolf a aboue | 
Fa lorell fa fa _ 11 
Ne quando l 
Male cantando | | 
The beſt that we can | 
To make him our belman if 
An let him ring the bels | 
He can do nothing els, i 
Chaunteclere our Cocke _ | 
Muſt tell what is of the clocke 0 
By the aſtrologye | | 
That he hath naturally ' 
Conceyued and caught | 
And was neuer taught | 
| By Albumazer } 
The aſtronomer : 
Nor by Ptholomy = 
Prince of Aſtronomy : i 
Nor yet by Haly f 
And yet he croweth dayly | 
And nightly the tydes | 
That no man abides | 
With partlot his hen | 
Whome now and then in 
Hee plucketh by the hed | 
The bird of Arabye * 
That potenciallye q 
May neuer dye 
And yet there is none 
But one alone 
A Phenix it is 


This herſe that muſt blis 


th 
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With armaticke gummes Fe} © 
That coſt great ſummes 
The way of thurification 
To make fumigacion 
Swete of reflarye 
And redolent of ayre 
This corſe for ſence 
With great reuerence 
As Patriarke or Pope 
In a blacke cope 
Whiles he ſenſeth 
He ſnal ſyng the verſe 
Libera me 
In de la ſol re 
Softly bemole 
For my Sparowes ſoule 
Plinni ſheweth al 
In his ſtory natural 
What he doth finde 
Of the Phenix kinde 
Of whoſe incineracion 
There riſeth a new creacion 
Of the ſame facion 
Wythout alteracion 
Sauing that old age 
Is turned into corage 
Of freſh youth agayne 
This matter true and playne 
Playne matter indeed 
Who ſo lyſt to rede | 
But for the Egle doth fly 
Hyeſt in the sky 
He ſhalbe thy ſedcane 
The quere to demeane 
As prouoſt principal 
To teac them their Ordinall 
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Alſo the noble fawcon 
With the gerfawcon 
The tarſel gentil 
They ſhall morne ſofte and ſill 
In theyr amiſle of gray 
The ſacre with them ſhal ſay 
Dirige for Philips ſoule 
The Goſhauke ſhal haue a roul 
The quereſters to controule 
The lanners and marlions 
Shall ſtand in their mourning gounes 
The hobby and the musket 
The ſenſers and the croſſe ſhall ſet 
The keſtrel in al this warke 
Salbe holy water clarke 
And now the darke cloudy night 
Chaſeth away Phebus bryght 
Taking his courſe toward the weſte 
God ſend my Sparows foule good reſt 
Requiem eternam dona eis domine 
Fa fa ja my re | 
A Fa 15 in Je ri 
Fa fa ja my my 
' Credo Videre bona domin : 
pray God Philip to Heven may flie 
omine exaudi oracionem meam 
To Heaven he ſhal from Heuen he came 
Do mi nus wo biſ cum 
Of al good praiers God ſend him ſum 
remus. 
Deus cui proprium ef miſerere & parcere 
On Philips ſoule haue pity. 


E he was a prety cocke 
And came of a gentill ſtocke 
And wrapt in a maidens ſmock 
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And cheriſhed full daintely 


Tyll cruel fate made him to dye | 


Alas for doleful deſteny 
1 ſhuld 1 ; 
er morne or C 
To Jupiter I call * 
Of Heauen emperial 
That Philip may fly 
Aboue the ſterry sky 


To treade the prety wren 


That is our Ladies hen 

Amen, amen, amen 
Yet one thing is behinde 

That now commeth to mind 

An Epitaphe I wold haue 

For Phillips graue 

But for I am a mayde 

Timerous, halfe afrayde 

That neuer yet aſayde 

Of Elycones well 

Where the muſes dwell 

Though I can rede and ſpell 

Recount report and tell 

Of the talles of Caunterbury 

Some ſad ſtoryes, ſome merry 

As Palomon, and Arcet 

Duke Theſeus and partelet 

And of the wife Bath 

That worketh much ſcathe 

Whan her tale is told 

Among huſwiues bold 

How ſhe controld 

Her husbandes as ſhe wold 

And theim to diſpiſe 

In the homelieſt wife 

Bring other wiues in thought 


Their hushandes to ſet at naught 
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And though that red haue I 15 
Of Gawen and ſyr Guy © 
and tel can a great peece 
Of the golden fleece 
How Jaſon it wan 
Like a valiaunt man 
Of Arturs round table 
Wich his knightes commendable 
and dame Gaynour hys Quene 
Was ſomwhat wanton I wene 
How ſyr Launcelote de lake 
Many a ſpeare brake 
For his Ladyes ſake 
Of Triſtom and Kyng Marke 
And al the whole warke 
Of bele I fold his wife 
For whom was much ſtriſe 
dome ſay ſhe: was lyght 
And made her husband knyght 
Of the common hall 
That cuckoldes men calt 
And of ſir Libius 
Named Diſconius 
Of quarter fylz Amunde 
And how they were ſommond 
To Rome to Charlemayne | 
Upon a great payne 
And how they rode each one 
On Bayard Mountalbon _ 
Men fe him now and then 
In the foreſt Arden 
What though I can frame 
The ſtoryes by name 
Of Judas Machabeus 
And of Ceſar Julius 
And of the loue betwene 
Paris and Viene 
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And of the Duke of Hannyball 
That made the Romaynes al 
For drede and to quake 
How Scipion did wake 
The citie of Cartage 
Which by his vamerciful rage 
* beat down to the ground 
nd though I can expound 
Of Hector of Troy 
That was al theyr ioye 
Whome Achilles ſlue | 
W herfore all Troy did rue 
And of the loue ſo hote 
That made Troylus to dote 
Upon fayre Creſſeyde 
And what they wrote and ſayd 
And of their wanton wils 
Pandaer bare the byls 
From one to the other 
His maiſters loue to further 
Somtime a precious thynge 
An douche or els a ryng 
From her to him agayn 
Somtime a prety chain 
Or a bracelet of her heare 
Prayed Troylus for to weare 
That token for her fake 
How hartely he did it take 
And much therof did make 
And al that was in vayne 
For ſhee dyd but fayne 
The ſtory telleth playne 
He could not obtayne 
Though his father wer a King 
Yet there was a thynge 
That made the male ro wryng 
She made him to ſing 


The 
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e ſong of louers laye 
Muſing night and daye 
Mourninge al alone 
xmfort had he none 
For ſhe was quite gone 
hus in concluſion _ 
She broughte him in abuſion 
In earneſt and in game 
he was much to blame 
Diſparaged is her fame 
And blemiſhed is her name 
n maner half with ſhame 
Troylus alſo hath Joſt 
n her muche loue and coft 
nd now muſt kiſſe the poſt 
Pandara that went betwene 
th won nothyng I ween 
but light for ſomer 3 8 
Let for a ſpecial lau 
e is named Troyllous baud 
Of that name he is ſure 
hiles the world ſhal dure 
Though I remembre the fable 
Of Penelope moſt ſtable 
o her husband moſt trew 
et long time ſhe ne knew _ 
Vhether he were on live or ded 
er wit ſtode her in ſted 
hat ſhe was true and juſte 
kor anye bodelye luſte 
0 Ulixes her make 
ind neuer wold him forſake 
Of Marcus Marcellus 
proſſes I could tel vs 
ind of Anteocus 
ind of Joſephus 
De antiquitatibus 
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And of Mardocheus 
And of great Aſſuerus 
And of Veſca his Queene 
Whom he forſoke with teene 
And of Heſter his other wife 
With whom he led a pleaſaunt life 
Of Kynge Alexander 
And of Kyng Euander 
And of Porcena the greate 
That made the Romains to ſmart 
Though I haue enrold 
A thouſande newe and old 
Of theſe hiſtoryous tales 
To fil bougets and males 
With bookes that I haue red 
| Yet I amnothynge ſped 
And can but lytle skyl 
Of Ovid or Vergil 
Or of Plutharke ot 
Or of Fraunces Petrarke 
Alcheus or Sapho 
Or ſuche other Poetes moe 
As Linus and Homerus 
Euphorion and Theocritus 
Anacreon and Arion 
Sophocles and Philemon 
Pindarus and Dimonides 
Philiſton and Phorocides 
Theſe Poetes of auncientie 
They are to diffuſe for me 
For as I to fore haue fayd 
I am but a yonge mayd 
And cannot in effect 
My ſtile as yet direct 
With englyſh wordes elect 
Our naturall tonge is rude 
And hard to be enneude 
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Wyth polyſhed tearmes luſtye | 
Oure language is fo ruſtye 
So cankered and ſo ful 
Of frowardes and fo dul 
That if I wold apply 
To write ordinately 
Wl wot rot where to finde 
Termes to ſerue my mynde 
Gowers englyſhe is olde 
And of no value is tolde 
His matter is worth gold 
And worthy to be enrold 
In Chauſer I am ſped 
His tales I haue red 
His mater is delectable 
Solacious and commendable 
His englyſhe wel alowed 
Fo as it is enprowed 
For as it is employed 
There is no englyſhe voyd 
At thoſe dayes muche commended 
And now men wolde haue amended 
His engliſhe where at they barke 
And marre all they warke 
Chaucer that famous Clarke 
His tearmes were not darcke 
But pleaſaunt, eaſy and playne 
No worde he wrote in vayne 
Allo John Lydgate 
Wrytteth after an hyer rate 
|: is diffuſe to fynde 
The ſentence of his mind 
et wryterh he in his kind 
No man that can amend 
ioſe maters that he hath pend 
Yet ſome men finde a faut 
Aud fay he wryteth to haut 


Wyth Wherfore 
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Wherfore hold me excuſed 
Tf I haue not wel peruſed 
Myne englyſh halfe abuſed 
Thoughe it be refuſed 
In worth I ſhall it take 
And fewer wordes make 
But for my Sparowes ſake 
| Yet as a woman maye 
My wit J ſhall aſſay 
An Epytaphe to wryghte 
In latyne playne and lyght 
Wherof the Elegy 
Foloweth by and by 
Flos Volucrum for moſe Vale, 
Philippe ſub iſto 
Marmore iam recubas, 
Qui mibi carus eras; 
Semper erunt nitido 


Radiantia fidera Calo, 
Impreſſuſque meo. 
Pectore ſemper eris : 
Per me Laurigerum 
Britanum Skeltonida Vatem 
Fac ceciniſſe licet 
Ficta ſub imagine texta 
Cuius eris Volucris 
Preſtanti corpore Virgo 
Candida Nais erat : 
For moſior ita Foanna eft ; 
Docta Corinna fu, 
Sed magis iſta ſapit 

Bien men ſouient. 


The commendacions. 
Eati immaculati in via 
| O glorioſa fœmina 

Now mine hole imaginacion 
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nd ſtudious meditacion 
to take this commendacion 
In this conſideracion 
nd vnder pacient tolleracion 
Of that moſt godly mayd 
hat Placebo hath ſayd 
and for her Sparow prayd 
In lamentable wyſe _ 
Now wyl I enterpryſe 
zorow the grace diuine 
Of the muſes nine 
Her beauty to commend 
f Arethuſa wyll ſend 
le enfluence to endite 
and with my pen to write 
If Apollo will promiſe 
Melodiouſlye it to deuiſe 
is tunable harpe ſtringes 
Vith armonye that ſynges 
Of Princes and of Kynges 
d of all pleaſaunt thynges 
Vf luſt and of delyght 
borow his godly might 
o whome be the laud aſcrybed 
bat my pen hath enbibed 
Vith the aureat droppes 
As verelye my hope is 
Of Thagus that golden floud 
hat paſſeth all the earthly good 
\nd as that floud dothe pas | 
A floudes that euer was 
ith hys golden ſandes 
ho ſo that vnderſtandes 
oſmography: and the ſtremes 
And the floudes in ſtraunge remes 
Ryght fo ſhe dothe excede 
other of whom we rede 


And 
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Whoſe fame by me ſhall ſprede 
Into Perce and Mede 


From Britons Albion 


To the toure of Babilon 


I truſt it is no ſhame 


And no manne wyl me blame 
Thoughe I regeſter her name 


In the courte of fame 


For thys moſt goodly floure 
This bloſſome of freſhe coloure 


So Jupiter me ſuccoure 


She Gorytheth new and new 
In beauty and vertue 


Hac claritare gemina 


O glirioſa femina 


Retribue ſeruo tuo, vivifica me. 
Labia mea laudabunt te. 


UT enforſed am I © 


Openlye to askry 
And to make an outcry 
Againſte odyous enuye 
That euermore wyl lye 
And ſaye curſedlye 
With hys lether eye 
And chekes drye 
With vyſage wan 
As ſwarte as tan 
His bones crake 
Leane as a rake 
Hys gummes ruſtye 
Ae fal —_— 

0 harte * all 
Bytter as 
is liuer his , ORE 
With anger 1s wronge 
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Hys ſerpentes tonge 
That many one hath ſtonge 


He frowneth euer 

He laugheth neuer 
Euen nor morowe 
But other mens ſorowe 
Cauſeth him to grin 
And reioice therein. 
No ſlepe can hym catche 
But euer doth watche 
He is ſo bete 

Wich malice and frete 
Wyth anger and yre 
His foule deſire 

Wyl ſuffer no ſleep 

In his head to creep 
His foule ſemblaunte 

Al diſpleaſaunte 10 
Whan other are glad 
Than is hee ſad 
Franticke and mad 

His tounge neuer ſtyll 
For to ſaye yll 
Writhing and wringing 
Biting and ſtingyng 
And thus this elf 
Conſumeth himſelfe 
Hymſelfe doth ſloe 
Wytk payne and woe 
Thys falſe enuy 

Say th that I 

Ule greate follye 

For to indite 

And for to wryte 

And ſpende my time 

In proſe and rime 


* 


For to expres 
The noblenes 
Of my mayſtres 
That cauſeth me 
Studious to be 
To make a relation 
Of her commendacion 
And there agayne 
Enuy doth complayne 
And hath diſdaine 
But yet certayne 
I will be playne 
And my ſtile dres 
To this proſſes 

Nowe Phebus me ken 
To ſharpe my pen 
And leade my fyſte 
As him beſt lyſt 
That I may fay 
 Honoure alwaye 
Of woman kynde 
Trouthe dothe me bynde 
And loyaltie 
Euer to be 
Their true bedel 
To wryte and tel 
How women excel 
In noblenes 
As my mayſtres 
Of whome I thinke 
With pen and ynke 
For to compyle of 
Some goodly ſtile 
For thys moſte goodly floure 
This bloſſom of freſh colour 
So Jupiter me ſuccour 
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She floriſheth new and new 
In beautie and vertue 
Hac claritate gemina, 
O glorioſa feemina : 
Legem pone mihi domine in viam juſtificationum 
tuarum. | 
Duemadmodum deſiderat ceruus ad fontes aquarum, 


Owe ſhall I reporte 
Al the godly ſort 
Of her fetures cleere 
That hath none earthly peere 
Her fauoure of her face 
Ennewed with al grace- 
Confort pleaſure and ſolace 8 
Mine hart doth ſo enbrace 
And ſo hath rauiſhed me 
Her to behold and ſe 
That in wordes playne 
| cannot me refrayne 
To loke to her agayne 
Alas what ſhoulde I fayne 
It were a pleaſaunte payne 
Wich her aye to remayne 
Her eyen graye and ſtepe 
Cauſeth myne harte to leepe 
With her browes bente 
She maye wel repreſente 
Fayre Lucres as I weene 
Or els fayre Polexene 
Or els Caliope 
Or els Penolope 
For thys moſte goodly floure 
This bloſſome of freſhe coloure 
So Jupiter me ſuccour .. _ 
She floriſheth new and new 
ln beauty and vertue 
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Hac claritate gemina 

O gloruſa faemina 
Memor eſto Verbi tui ſervo tuo 
Servus tuus ſum ego 


1 * Indy Saphyre blewe 
Her vaynes doth ennew 
The Orient pearle ſo cleare 


The witnes of her lere {1 


The luſty ruby ruddes 

Reſemble the Roſe buddes 

Her lippes ſoft and mery 
Emblomed like the che 

It were an heauenly blyſle 

Her ſugred mouthe to kyſſe 
Her beauty to augment 

Dame nature hath her lente 

A warte upon her cheke 

Who ſo lyſt to ſeeke 

In her viſage a skar 

That ſemeth from a far 

Lyke to the radyant ſtar 

Al with fauour fret 

So proprely it is ſet 

She is the violet 

The daiſy delectable 

The columbine commendable 
This ielofer amiable 

This mofle goodly floure 

This bloſſome of freſhe coloure 
So Jupiter me ſuccoure 
She floryſheth new and new 

In beauty and verture 
Hac claritate gemina 

O glorioſa fœmina 

Bonitatem feciſti cum ſervo tuo domina 
Et ex præcordiis ſonant præconia 


And 
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ASE whan J perceiued 
Her wart and conceiued 

It cannot be denaid 
But it was wel conuaid 
And ſet ſo womanly 
And nothing wantonly 
But right conueniently 
And full congruentlye 
As nature could deuiſe 
In moſte goodly wyſe 
Who ſo lyſt behold 
It maketh louers bold 
To her to ſue for grace 
Her fauour to purchaſe 
The sker upon her chin 
Enchaſed on her fayre skin 
Whiter than the ſwan 
It wold make any man 
To forget deadly ſyn 
Her fauour to wyn | 
For this moſt goodly flour 
This bloſſome of freſhe coloure 
So Jupiter me ſuccour 
She flouriſheth new and new 
In beauty and vertue 
Hac claritate gemina 
0 glorioſa femina 


Defecit in ſalutate tua anima mea; 
Nuid petis filio, mater dulciſſima : babe ! 


Oft and make no din 
For now I wil begin 
To haue in remembraunce 
Her goodly dalyaunce 
And her goodly paſtaunce 
And M 3 
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So bad and ſo demure 

Behauing her ſo ſure 

With wordes of pleaſure 

She wold make to the lure 

And any man conuert 

To geue her his whole hart 

She made me ſore amaſed 

Upon her whan I gafed 4 

Me thought mine hart was craſed 

My eyen were ſo daſed | 

For this moſt goodly flour 

The bloſſome of freſh colour 

So Jupiter me ſuccoure 

She floryſheth new and new 

In beauty and vertew 

Hac claritate gemina 

O gloriofſa fœmina . 
| ha” dilexi legem tuam domina. 
Recedant vetera, nova ſunt omnia. 


ND to amend her tale 
Whan ſhe lyſt to auale 
And with her fingers ſmall 
And handes ſoft as ſilke 
Whiter than mile 
That are ſo quickely vaynd 
Wherwith my hand ſhe ſtrained 
Lord how I was payned 
Unneth I me refrayned 
How ſhe me had reclaymed 
And me to her retayned 
Enbraſyng therwith all 
Her goodly middle ſmall 
With ſides long and ſtreyt 
To tel you what conceit 
J had then in a trice 
The matter wer to nyce 
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And yet there was no vyce 
Nor yet no villany 
But only fantaly 
For this moſt goodly floure 
The bloſſome of freſh colour 
So Jupiter me ſuccour OD 
She floriſneth new and new 
In beautie and vertue 
Hac claritate gemina 
O glorioſa famina ; 

75 > is habui; 
Nan calumnientur me ſuperbi. 


UT whreto ſhold I note. 

How often dyd I tote 
Upon her pretye fote 
It rayſed myne hart rote 
To ſee her treade the grounde 
With heles ſhort and round 
She is plainly expreſſe 
Egeria the goddeſſe 
And lyke to her ymage 
Importured with corage 
A lovers pilgrimage 
There is no beſt ſauage 
Ne no tygre ſo wood 
But ſhe wold chaunge his mood 
Suche relucent grace 
Is formed in her face 
For this moſt goodly {flour 
This bloſſome of freſhe coloure 
So Jupiter me ſuccour 
She floryſheth new and new 
In beauty and vertue 
Hac claritate gemina 
O glorioſa fœmina 
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"5" Mes Miratilia 
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MAirabilia teſtimonia tua 


Sic utnovellz plantationes in juventute ſua 


I goodly as ſhe dreſſes 
So properly ſhe preſſes 
The bryght golden treſſes 
Of her heare ſo fyne 
Lyke Phebus beames ſhyne 
1 to ſhould I diſcloſe 
e garteryng of her hoſe 
It is for ww — 
Howe that ſhe can weare 
Gorgiouſlye her geare 
Her freſhe habilementes 
With other implementes 
To ſerue for all ententes 
Lyke dame Flora queene 
Of lufty Somer grene 
This moſte goodly flour 


This bloſſome of freſhe coloure 


So Jupiter me ſuccoure 

She floryſheth new and new 
In beauty and vertew 

Hac claritate gemina 

O glorioſa femina : 

Clamavi in toto corde exaudi me. 


ER kyrtel ſo goodly laſed 


And vnder that is braced 
Such pleaſures that I may 
Neither write nor ſay 


Yet thoughe I writ not with ink 


No man can let me thinke 
For thought hath liberti 
Thought is franke and free 
To thynke a mery thought 
It coſt me litle or nought 


Sparow. 


The boke of Philip Sparow- 249 

Wold God mine homely ſtile 

Were polliſhed with the file 

Of Ciceros eloquence 

To prayſe her excellence 

The moſt goodlye floure 

This bloſſome of freſhe coloure: 

Fo Jupiter me ſuccoure 

She floryſheth new and new 

In beauty and vertue 

Hac claritate gemina 

0 glorioſa femina 

Principes perſecuti ſunt me gratis 

Omnibus conſideratis. Paradiſus volus 
ptatis, hæc virgo ęſt dulciſſima. 


I pen it is vnable 
M My hand it is vnſtable 


My reaſon rude and dull 
To prayſe her at the full. 
Goodly maiſtres Jane 

Sobre, demure Diane 

Jane this maiſtres hight 
The lode ſtar of delight _ 
Dame Venus of all pleaſure 
The wel of worldly treaſure 
dhe doth excede and paſſe 
In Prudence dame Pallas 
The moſt goodly floure 

This bloſſome of freſhe coloure 
So Jupiter me ſuccoure 

dhe Roriſheth new and new 
ln beauty and vertue 

Hac claritate gemina 

0 glorioſa femina 
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R guiem eternam dona eis domine. 
With this pſalm. Domine probaſti me. 
Shall ſaile ouer the ſea 

With tibi domine commendamus 
On pilgrimages to ſainct Jamys 
For ſhrympes, and for pranes 
And for ſtalkynge cranes 

And wher my pen hath offended 
I pray you it =_ be amended 
By diſcrete conſideration 

Of your wiſe reformacion 

J haue not offended I truſt 

If it be ſadly diſcuſt 

It were no gentle guy ſe 

This treatiſe to diſpiſe 

Becauſe I haue writen and ſayd 
Honour of this fayre mayd 
Wherfore ſhould I be blamed 
That I Jane named | 

And famouſly proclamed 

She is worthy to be enrold 
With letters of golde. 


Car elle vault. 


PD R me Laurigerum Britonum Skeltonida vatem 
Laudibus eximiis merito, hæc redemita puella ei 
Formoſam cecini qua non formofior ulla «jt; 
Formoſam potius, quam commendaret Homerus 


Sic juvat interdum rigidos recreare labores 


Nec minus hoc titulo terſa Minerva mea ęſt. 
| Rien que plaiſere. 


Thus endeth the boke of Philip Sparow, and here foluo- 
th an adicion made by maſter Skelton. 


Tix 


* 
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T9 gyſe now a dayes _ _ 

Of ſome 1anglyng iayes _ 

Is to diſcommend | 
That they cannot amend 
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Though they wold ſpend 
All the wyttes they haue 
What ayle them to depraue | 
Phillip Sparowes graue f 
His dirige: her commendacion 1 
Can be no derogacion Wi 
But myrth and conſolacion I 
Made by proteſtacion 3 I 
No man to miſcontent 3 Wi 
With Phillippes enterement } | 
Alas that goodly mayd FI 
Why ſhould ſhe be afrayd - 
Why ſhould ſhe take ſhame = 
That her goodly name Ui 
Honorably reported | 


Should be ſet and ſorted 
To be matriculate 
With Ladyes of eſtate - 
[ coniure the Philip Sparow 
By Hercules that hel dyd harow” 
yatem And with a venemous arow 
lla of Slewe of the Epidaures 
One of the Centaures 
Or Onocentaures 
Or Hipocentaurius 
By whoſe might and mayne 
An hart was {layne 
With hornes twayne 
falw-Y Of glittering gold 
And the appels of gold 
Of Heſperides withhold 


16 And 
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And with a dragon kept 
That neuer more ſlept 
7 marcial ſtrengthe 
e wan at length 
And flue Gerion 
With thre bodies in one 
With mighty corage 
Avaunted the rage 
Of a Lyon ſauage 
Of Dyomedes ſtable 
He brought out a rable 
Of courſers and rounſes 
We _ and bounſes 
| with mighty luggi 
Wreſtlyng and 2 * 
He plucked the bul 
By the horned skul 
And offred to Cornucopia 
And ſo forth per cetera 
Alſo by Ecates bower 
In Plutus gaſtly tower 
By the vglye Eumenides 
That neuer haue reſt nor eaſe 
By the venemous ſerpent 
Thar in hel is never brente 
In Lerna the Grekes fen 
That was engendred then 
By Chemeras flames 
And all the deadly names 
Of infernal poſty 
Where ſoules fry and roſty 
By the ſtigial flood 


And the ſtreames wood Int, 
Of Cocitus botumles wel Inf 
f By the feryman of hel! | Nu 
| Caron with his beard hore 
0 That roweth with a rude ore 


And 


The boke of Philip Sparow. 
And with his fore top 
Gideth his bote with a prop 
I coniure Philip and cal 
In the name of King Saul 
Primo regum expreſſe 
He had the Phitoneſſe 
To wytchecraft her to dres 
And by her abuſions 
And damnable illuſions 
Of merueylous concluſions 
And by her ſuperſticions 
And wonderful condicions 
She rayſed vp in that ſtede 
Samuel that was deade 

But whether it were ſo 
He were, idem in numero 
The ſelfe ſame Samuel 
How be it to Saule dyd he tell 
The Philiſtines ſhuld him aſcry 
And the next day he ſhould dye 
I wil my ſelf diſcharge 
J lettred men at large 

But Philip I coniure thee 
Now by theſe names three 
Diana in the woodes grene 
Luna that ſo bryght doth ſhyne 
Proſerpina in hell | | 
That thou ſhortly tell 
And ſhew now vnto me 
What the cauſe may be 
Of this perplexitie 


Interiit, Phillippe Scroupe, pulchra Johanna, 
Inſtanter periit, cur ngſtri carminis illam 
Nunc pudor, eft ſero, minor ęſt infamia Vere. 


Than 


(24) 
Than ſuche as haue diſdayned 
And of thys worke complayned 
I pray God they be payned 
No worſe than is contayned 
In verſes two or three 


That folowe as ye may ſee 


Luride cur liver Volucris pia Ann damnas 
Talia te rapiant, rapiunt quæ fata Volucrum 
E ff tamen nvidia mor, ibi continua 


Skelton Laureate againſt a comely Cey- 
ſtrowne that curiow wy chauntyd and car- 
ryſhly cowntred, And madly in bys Mu- 
kes mokkyſhly mad: Agaynſt the ix Muſs 
of politike Poems and Poettys matriculat, 


05 
F all nacyons vnder the Heuyn. 
O Theſe frantyke foolys I hate moſt of all. 


For though they ſtumble in the ſinnes ſeuymy, 


In peuyſhnes yet they ſnapper and fall. 
Whiche men the viii deadly fins call, 
This peuyſh proud this prender geſt. 

When he is well yet can he not reſt. 


A ſwete ſuger lofe and ſowre bayards bun. 
Beſumdele lyke in forme and ſhap 
The one for a duke the other for dun. 
A maunchet for Morell theron to ſnap. 
His hart is to hy to haue any hap. 
But for in his game ut carp that he can, 
Lo Jak wold be a Jentylman. 


Wyth hey troly 1 lo whip here J ak. 
Alumbek ſodyldytn ſyllorym ben. 


>» 5086 


2222 


Cwy- 


Ne ſolfyth to haute hys Trybyll is to hy. p. 
Hie braggyth of his byrth that borne was ful bace 
| Hys muſyk withoute meſure to ſharp is his my. 


is diſcant is beſy it is withoute a mene. 
To fat is his fantſy his wyt is to lene. 


Hie fumblyth in his fyngering an vgly good noiſe. 
lt ſemyth the ſobbyng of an old ſow. . 
Hie wold be made moch of and he wyſt how. | 
| Wele ſped in ſpyndels and turning of tauellys. 1 
A bungler, a brawler, a pyker of quarellys. 4 


is diſcant is daſhed full of diſcordes 
A red angry man but eaſy to intrete. 


Io poynte this proude page a place and a rome 
For Jak wold be a Jentilman that late was a grome 
He counteth in his countenaunce to check which 


A walaperte medler that pryeth for his pray 
In a dyſh dare he ruſh at the rypeſt, 


(255) 
Curyowſly he can both counter and knak 
Of Martyn Swart and all hys mery men. 
Lord how Perkyn is proud of his Pohen. 
But ask wher he fyndyth among his monacordes. 
An holy water clark a ruler of lordes. 


He can not fynd it in rule nor in ſpace. 
He trymmyth in his tenor to counter pirdewy. 


Helumbryth on a lewde lewte roty bulle Joyſe. 
Rumbill downe tumbil downe hey go now now. 


Comely he clappyth a payre of clauycordys. 


He whyſtelyth fo ſwetely he makyth me to ſwet. 


An vſſher of the hall fayn wold I get. 


Jak wold Jet and yet Jyll ſayd nay. 
the beſt. 


Dreming in dumpys to wravgill and to wreſk. 
11 


(256) 
his prycke 
and a hp 


Nay iape not 92 hym he is no ſmal fole 
It is a ſolemnpne i = and a ſolane. 
For lordes and ladyes lerne at his ſcole 

He techyth them 2 wyſely to ſolf and to fayne 
That neither they ſinge wel prike ſong nor plain 
This docter Dellias 8 in a cart. 

A maſter, a r "ou: a fart. 


What though ye can cownter Cuftadi m nor. 
As wel it becomith yow a paryſh towne Clarke. 
+ To ſyng Supinitati dedit Ægros 
Yet bere ye not to bold to braule ne to bark 


At me, that medeled nothing with youre wark. 
Correct firſt thy ſelfe, walk and be nought. 


| He findeth a 
To drynke at a 


Deme what you liſt thou knowiſt not my thought. 


A prouerbe of old ſay well or be ſtill; 
Ye are to vnhappy occaſion to fynde. 
Uppon me to clater or els to fay yll. 


Now haue I ſhewyd you part of your proud mind 


Take this in worth the beſt is behynde. 
Wryten at Croydon by Crowland in the Clay. 
On Candelmas euyn the Kalendas of May. 


1 


Contra alium Cantitantem & Organiſantem 
Aſinum, qui impugnabat Skeltonida 
ierium, Sarcaſmos. 


Ræponenda meis non ſunt tua plectra cameanis. 
Nec quantum noſtra fiſtula clara tua eſt. 
Spe licet lyricos madularis arundine pſalmos, 
Et tremulss calamis concinis ipſe modos. 


3 Duamvis 


1 


ni. 
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Quamvis mille tuus digitus dat carmine plauſus, 
Nam tua quam tua vox ęſt mage docta manus : 
Duamvis cuntta facis tumida ſub mente fuperbus, 

Gratior et Phebo fiſluia naſtra tamen. 
Ergo tuum fludeas animo deponere faſtum, 
Et violare ſacrum define Stulte virum. 


Skelton Laureat vppon a deedmans hed that 
was ſent to hym from an honorable Fen- 
til woman for a token, Deuyſyd this geſt- 
ly meditacion in Englyſh, Couenable im 
ſentence Comendable, Lamentable, La- 
crimable, Profitable for the ſoule. 


Oure vgly tokyn, 
My mynd hath brokyn, 
F 1 2 8 
For ue | 
We are but = 
And dy we muſt. 

It is generall 
To be mortall. 
| haue well eſpyde 
No man may hym hyde: 
With finnews wyderyd, 

From deth holow eyed. 

With bonys ſhyderyd, | 
With hys worme etyn maw, 
And his gaſtly Jaw. 
Caſpyng aſyde, 

Nakyd of hyde, 

Neyther fleſh not fell. 

Then by my councell, 
Loke that ye ſpel, | 
Well thys goſpell. 57 
| For 


(253) 
For wher ſo we dwell, 


Deth wil us qwell, ber 
And with us mell. ä 


For all our pamperde paunchis | ; 


Ther may no fraunchys, 
For worldly blys, 
Redeme vs from this, 
Oure days be datyd, 
To be chek matyd, 
With drawttys of deth, 
Sobre 7* breth, 
Oure eyen ng, 
Oute bodys 1 — 
Oure gummys grynnyng. 
Oure ſoulys brynnyng. 
To whom then ſhall we ſew, 
For to haue reskew, 
But to ſwete Jeſu, _ 
EY then for to rew. 

: C 
Of May « 8 
Then be oure ſhylde. 
That we be not exyld, 
To the dyne dale, 
Of botemles bale, 
Nor to the lake, 
Of fendys blake. 

But graunt vs grace 
To le thy face, 
And to purchace, 
Thyne heuenly place. 
And thy palace, 
Full of ſolace. 
Aboue the sky, 
That is fo hy. Eternally. 
To beholde and ſe. 
The Trynyte. Amen. 

Mirres v0us y. 


Wo- 


W Omanhod wanton ye want. 


Put vp youre purs ye ſhall non pay. 
As proud a pohen as ye ſprede. 


Of youre doregate ye haue no doute. 
hut one thyng is that ye be lewde. 
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Your medeling maſtres is manerles. 
Plenty of yll of goodnes skant. 
Ye rayll at ryot recheles. _ 
To prayſe youre porte it is nedeles. 
For all your draffe yet and youre dreggys. 
As well borne as ye full oft tyme beggys. 


Why ſo koy and full of skorne. 
Myne horſe is ſold I wene you ſay. 
My new furryd gowne when it is worne.. 


By Crede I truſt to ſe the day. 
Of me and other ye may haue nede: 


Though angelyk be youre ſmylyng. 
Yet is youre — an adders * r I 

Full lyke a Scorpyon ſtyngyng. 

All thoſe by whom ye haue auayle. 5 
Good maſtres Anne there ye do ſhayle. 
What prate ye praty pyggys ny. 

| truſte t » quyte you or I dy. 


Youre key is mete for euery lok. 
Youre key is commen and hangyth owte: 
Youre key is redy we nede not knok. 
Nor ſtand long wreſtyng there aboute. 


Holde youre tong now all be ſhrewde. 


To maſtres Anne that farly fete: 
That wonnes at the key in Temmys ſtrete. 


The 
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. The boke of three fooles M. Shelton pcete | 
Laureate, Gaue to my Lord Cardynall 


T he fyr/t ſoole. 
The man that Joh 00 4 0 fe 


For her goodes and her rycheſſe 
And not for lygnage femynatyfe 
Procureth doloure and dyſtreſſe 
With infynyte payne and heuyneſſe 
For ſhe wyll do hym moche ſorowe 
Bothe at euyn and at morowe. 


T he ſecond foole. 
The dartes ryght curſed of enuye 
Hath rayned ſythe the worlde began 
Whiche bryngeth man euydently 
Into the bondes of Sathan 
Wherfore he is a dyſcrete man 


That can eſchewe that euyll fynne 
| Where body and ſoule is loſt in 


| The thyrd foole. 
Dyuers by voluptuouſnes | 
Of women the which be preſent 
Be brought in to full great dyſtres 
Forgettyng vertues excellent 
Of God the whych is permanent 
And ſuffreth themſelfe to be bounde 
In cordes as it were a hounde. 


"\OME hyther and take this Boke and rede 
( therein for your lernyng with clere iyen, and 
| I Joke in this boke that ſheweth you folyſh 

Fooles, without wyt or vnderſtanding 

Fooles that bee auaryce, and for to haue good — 


Pecunyous 
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and to lyue meryly, weddeth theſe olde wyddred 
women, whych hath fackes full of nobles, claryfye 
here your. ſyghte, and ye ſhal know what goodnes 


commeth therby, and what Joye and gladnes Some 


there be that habandoneth themſelfe for to gather 
togyther the donge that yſſueth oute of theyr aſſes arſe, 
for to fynde euermore greſe, it is grete foly trulye, 
but yet the yonge man is more folysſher, the whiche 
weddeth an olde wyfe, for to haue her golde and ſyl- 
uer. I fay that he is a great Foole that taketh anne 
olde wyfe, for her goodes and is much to blame 
They the whiche do ſo, procureth all trybulations. 


For with her he ſhall neither haue ioy, recreacion, 


nor reſt. He norysſheth ſtryfes, and greate debates, 


thoughte, payne, anguyſhe, and melancoly. And yf 


he wolde accomplyshe the workes of maryage, hee 
may not, for ſhee is ſo debylyte colde, vnpropyce, 
vnnaturall, and vndyſcurrente, for the coldenes that 
is in her. The huſbande of this olde wyfe hath 
none eſperaunce to haue lygnage by her, for he ne- 
uer loued her. The man is a verye Foole to make 
his demoraunce vpon ſueh an olde wife, whan he 
thinketh ſomtime vpon ſuch thynges, he leſeth his 
naturall with, in curſynge hymſelfe more then a M. 
tymes with the golde and the ſyluer, and the curſed 
haſarde of Fortune. And when he ſeeth his poore lyfe 
in ſuch dyſtreſſe, his hert is all opprefled with me- 
lancoly and dolour, but whan the vnhappye man 
ſeeth that it is force and that hee is conſtrayneth 
to haue patience, he putteth his cure to draw to 
hym the money of the olde wyddred woman in 


makyng to her glade chere. And whan hee hath 
the money and the bagge wyth nobles, God know 


ech what chere he maketh, wythoute thynkinge on 

them that gathereth it And when he hath ſpente al, 

he is more vnhappyer then hee was before, yt that the 

foole be vnhappye, it is well ryghte, for hee = 
we 


' --conuenience. 
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wedded auaryce, mother of all euylles, yf hee ha 


taken a wyfe that had ben fayre and yong, after his 
complection, he had not fallen into ſo great an in- 
It is wryten in auncient bokes that 
hee whiche weddeth a wyfe by auaryce, and not for 
to haue lygnage, hath no cure of the honeſtie of 
matrymonye, and thynketh full euyll on his con- 
ſcience, The Unyon of maryage in decayed, for vn- 
der the coloure of good and loyall maryage is wed- 
ded auaryce as we ſe euery day by experience through 
the world And one wil haue a wife, and that hee 
marke his to be demaunded in maryage, they wil 
enquyre of his ryches and conninge. And on the o- 
ther ſyde he wyl demaunde great goodes with her, to 
norysſhe her with. For and her father and mother 
and frendes haue no greate ryches, he wyll not of 
her. But, and ſhe be ryche hee demaundeth none 
other thinge. It is wrytten that one were better 
haue his houſe in deſerte, whereas no mencion 
ſhoulde be of hym, thenne to bide with ſuch wyueg, 
for they be replete with all curſednes. And the pore 
foole breketh his hearte, he loſeth his ſoule and cor- 
rompeth his body. He ſelleth his youth vnto the olde 
wife that weddeth her for auaryce, and hath but 
noyſe and diſcention, in vſyng his lyfe thus in ſynne 
Conſydre you. fooles what ſeruytude ye put your 
ſelf in, when ye wedde ſuch wyues. I pray you be 
chaſt if that ye wyl lyue without vnhap. My frends 
whiche be not in that hande, put you not therin, 
and yee ſhalbe well happy Norwithſtanding I ce- 
fende you not to mary but I exhorte you to take a 
wyfe that ye may haue progeny by, and ſolace bode- 
1 and goſtly, and thereby to wyn the ioyes of para- 
Ile. 8 B 


9 
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/ Enuye, the ſeconde Foote. 


N you foly ſhe enuyous, the which can 
ſay no good by them that ye hate, come and 
ſe in this Booke, youre peruerſe and euyll condycions. 
O enuy that deuoureth the condycions of men, and 
dyſſypers of honour. Thou makeſt to haue rauiſ- 
ſhynge heartes famyſhed, thou brenneſt the deſyres, 
and ſleeth the ſoule in the ende, thou engendreſt 
the darte enuyronned with miſchefe that whiche 
traueyleth diuers folkes. Curſed foole how haſte 
thou thy heart ſo replete with crueltie, for if I haue 
temporall goodes thou wilte haue enuye therat, or 
if that I can worke well, and that I apply mee vn- 
to dyuers thynges the whiche be honeſt, or if that I 
haue caſtels, landes, and tenementes, or if that I am 
exalted vnto honoure by my ſcience, or won it by 
my hardynes truely and iuſtlye, or if that I am be- 
loued of dyuers perſons whiche reclaymeth mee good 
and vertuous, and of a noble courage, thou wylt vile- 
pende me with thy wordes, thou wotteſt neuer in 
what maner thou mayſt adnychell mine honour, 
Thy malicious hert is hurt with a mortall wounde 
in ſuch wiſe that thou haſte no ioye nor ſolace in this 
world, for the darte of Enuye perceth thy herte 
lyke a ſpere. Thou batt wylde lycoure, the whiche 
maketh all thy ſtomacke to be on a flambe. There 
no medicyne that maye hele thy mortall wounde. 
| beynge in a place, where as myne honoure was 
magnyfyed, thoughte for to haue taken alyaunce with 
an odyfferaunt floure, but all ſodaynely I was ſmy- 
ten with a darte of enuye behinde my backe, wher- 
throughe alltho that were on my partye turned theyr 
backes upon me, for to agree to one of Venus diſ- 
folate ſeruantes, procedynge, frome a hearte, en- 
venymed with enuye. Wherfore I ſhall ſpecyfye 

3 vnto 


Y 
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vnto you the condycyons of the enuyous, who that 


| Holdeth hym of the ſubgectes of enuye, ſhe conſt. 


tueth to deuoure, and byte euery bodye: gyuynge 
vnhappe 


folkes doth the innocente a thouſande wronges. They 


be replenyſſhed with ſo many treaſons, that they can 
not ſlepe in their beddes, they haue no ſwete cancycle 
nor ſonges. They haue theyr tonges honyed with 


ſwete words vnder the coloure of loue, they be lene, 


and infecte of rygoure: theſe enuyous more bytter. 


er thenne the gall of the fyſhe Glauca, wy th theyr 


eyen beholdinge a trauers of ſtomackes chaufed ſyn- 


tillouſly, and without theſe mouthes as the vyne that 


14 


Owne name, 


puniſhed euerye body eqally. 


is newe cut, they be enuyroned with rage and greate 


anguyſſhe, beholdynge euermore to deſtroy ſome 


body. Conceyue the hiſtory of Joſeph in your 
myndes, the which had vii. brethren that were er- 
uyous againit him which was the yongeſte and ſolde 


hym vnto the marchauntes of Egypte by enuy, and 


betrayed him. The which were delybered of a longe 
time to haue deſtroyed him. Theſe enuious neuer 


laugbe, but whan ſome good man hath domage upon 


the ſee or lande, or at the disfortune of ſome body, 
he drynketh his bloud as milke. Notwithſtandinge, hi 
heart is euer enbraced with enuy, and as longe as be 
ueth it ſhall gnawe his hert. Hee refembleth vn: 
Ethna whiche brenneth alwayes. As of Romulus and 
Remus his brother, the whiche Romulus edefyed 
firſt Rome, and gaue it to name Rome, after hu 
Neuertheles they were pattours for 
they eſtablyſhed lawes in the citie And Romulus 
He dyd inſtytute h. 
mittes or markes aboute the citie, and ordeyned that 
he that paſſed the lymyttes ſhuld be put to death, 
His brother paſſed them, wherfore he was put vnto 
death incontinente in the fame place. Wee rede allo 


how Cayme ſlewe his owne brother by enuye. Have 


we 


sand myſeries vnto her ſeruauntes. Suche 


le that 
greate 

{ome 
| your 
re en- 
| {olde 
2 and 
 longe 
neuer 
e UPON 
bod 
ge, his 
e as he 
h vnto 
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ede allo 
Haue 


we 
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we not enſample ſemblablye of Atreus, of whom his 


brother occupyed the parke, how well that they were 
in the realme ſtronge and puyſſaun: e, for to defende 


them. It was Theſius that expulſed his brother oute 


of the realme by enuy, and was called ye, 
cauſe that he had —— the parke, and Haally Wm 

banyſhed, and by enuye and vnder the colour of 
peace he was ſent for. And when hee was commen 
vnto a Feaſt, he made his two children for to be 
reſted, and made theim to drynke their bloude. O 
what horroure was it to ſee his twoo children dye that 

were ſo dyſcrete? In lykewiſe Ethiocles by his bre- 
thren receyued great enormyties by that curſed en- 
uye. O thou prudent man if thou wilt be diſcrete, 
good, and wiſe flye from enuy, and thou ſhalt finde 

thy ſelfe ſounde of body and ſoule. 5 


Of the voluptuouſnes corporall The third Fools. 


Yghte heartely I beſeche you folysſhe and le- 
cherous people, that it will pleaſe you for to 
come and make a litell Collacion in this Booke, and 
it there be any thinge, that I can do for you, I am 
all yours both body and es, for truelye I haue 
en ardaunte deſyre to doo you ſome meditorious 
dede, bicauſe that I haue euer frequented your ſervyce. 
Nowe herken what I haue found you cautellous 
women. They that the Pappes be ſene all naked, 
their heyre combed and truſſed in dyuers places mer- 
veyloufly be vnreaſonable Fooles, for they dreſlg 
theim like voluptuous harlottes that make theyr heyre 
to appere at theyr browes yalowe as fine golde made 
in lytel treſſes for to drawe yonge folke to theyr loue. 
Some for to haue their goodes preſenteth to theim 
their beddes for to take their carnall deſires. And after 
thac they haue taken all their diſportes, they pill theim 
an Cnion. The * for to haue their pleſures 


mondayne 
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mondayne cheſeth theim that we loue beſt and mx 
keth ſygnyfyaunce to theim ſayeng that ſhe is an- 
amoured on theim. Thou art a verye Idyot ſo to ., 
abandone thy ſelfe vnto the vyle ſynnę of Lecherye, Ju 
for thou letteſt thy ſelfe be wrapped therein, lyke as 
a calfe, or a ſhepe is bounde in a corde. in ſuche I Le. 
wile that ye can not vnbynde youre ſelfe. O foole J F.. 
have aſpecte vnto that whiche thou commytteſt for 
thou putteſt thy poore ſoule in great daunger of 
damnation eternall, thou putteſt thy goodes, thyne 
vnder ſtandinge, and thy joy, vnto dolorous perdicion Af 
Hor all that yee bee in your wordly pleaſures, yet it / 
is mengled with dyſtres, or with myſery, greate Et a 
thoughte or melancoly. I requyre thee leue thy 4 
worldlye pleaſures that endureth no lenger then the 7 
Graſſe of the feelde If you haue ioye one only 1 
momente thou ſhalt haue twayne of ſorow for it 
We rede of Sardanapalus that for his lecherye and hy- 
bidinoſite fell into hell, the whiche put hitnſelfe in 
the guiſe of a poore woman, his men ſeinge hym fo 
obſtinate in that vile ſinne, ſlewe him, and ſo f/. 
niſhed hee his dayes for folowinge of his pleaſaunce 
mondayne. The ſoueraigne Creatour was more pu- 
yſſante thenne this wretched ſinner, let vs not ap- 
ply our ſelfe therto ſith that hee punyſheth ſinners 
fo aſprely, but with all our hertes enforce we our 
ſelfe for to reſiſt againſte that vyle and abhomynable 
ſinne of lechery, the whiche is ſo full of enfeccion 
and bytternes, for it diſtayneth the ſoule of man: fic 
frome the toolisſhe women that pylleth the louers A 
vnto the harde bones, and you ſhal be beloued of nd 
God and alio of the worlde. 
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Juſtice off morte & veriti ſommeille, 
Droit & raiſon ſont allez aux pardons 
Les deux premiers : Nul ne les reſueille, 

Et les derniers, font corrompus pardons. 


Out of Frenche into Latine, 


Ai/ftulit atra dies Aftream : cana fides ſed 
ſienno preſſa jacet: jus iter arripuit. 
Et 2 ratio proficiſcens limite longo. 
emo duas primas evigilare parat, 
Atque dus poſtrema abſunt, & numera tantum 
Impediunt, nequeuntque remeari domum. 


Out of Latine into Englyſhe | 


Juſtice nowe 1s dead, 3 
Trouth with a drouſy head. 
As hevy as the leed 

Is leyd downe to ſlepe, 
And bidythe no kepe 

And ryght is euer fallows 
Gon to ſeke halows 
With reaſon to gidder 

No man can tell whether 
No man woll vndertake 
The fyrit twayne to awake: 
And the tweyne laſte 

Be withholde ſo faſte 
Wyth mony, as men ſayne 
They can not come agayne, 


N 2 


r 


Obiit ſanctus iſte ag 
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Epitaphes 


This tretiſe devyſed it is 


Of two knaues ſomtyme of dys. 


Though this knaues be deade 
Full of myſchiefe and queed 
Yet where ſo euer they ly 
Theyr names ſhall neuer dye. 


Compendium de duobus verſipellibus John Jayberd 
& Adam alias a knaue Deque illorum notiſ 
fima vilitaie. 


A devoute trentale for old Jobn Clare, 


ſometyme the holy Patriarke of dis, 


Sequitur trigentale 
Tale quale rationale 
Licet parum curiale 


 Tamen ſatis eſt N | 
ominis 


TFeannis Clerc 

Cujuſdam maltimoniis 
Foannis Fayberd qui vocatur 
Clerc cleribus nuncupatur 


Anno domini MH. 
In parochia de dis 
Non erat ſibi ſimilis 
In malicia vir inſignis 


Duplex corde & bilinguis 


. Sextos 


Cenio confectus 


Omnibus ſuſpectus 
Nemini dilectus 
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Setultus ef amonge the wedes 
God forgeue hym his myſdedes 


Dulce melos 
Penetrans Celbs. 


Carmina cum cannis 
Cantemus fæſta Joannis 
| Clerke obut vere 
Jayberde nomenque dedere 
| Dis populus natus 
bend Clerke cleribus eflque vocatus-.. 
notif- ¶ Hic vir caldeus | 
Nequam vir ceu Febuſeus 
In Chriſtum Domi ni 
Fremuit de more cameli 
arke, Rectori proprio | 
15, Tam verba retorta loquenda 
Unde reſultando 
ue acheronta boands tonaret 
Nunquam ſincere 
Salitus ſua crimina flere 
Cui male lingua loquax 
Quæ dicax mendaxque fuers 
Et mores tales 
Reſident in nemine quales 
Carpens vitales 
Auras iurbare ſodales 
Et cines ſacias 
Aſinus mulus velut & bos 
Omne ſuum fludium 
Rubium pictum per amictum 
Diſcolor & victum 
Faciens ſemper maledictum 
Ex intęſtinis ovium a i 
Rue boumque caprorum 


Gepul | N 3 


Tendens adque forum 
Pragmentum colligit horum 
Dentibus exemptis 
 Maſftigat cumque polentis 
Lanigerum caput 
Aut vaccæ mugientis 
Duid petis ? hic fit quis 
John Fayberd. Nicolas de ar 
Cui dum vixerat is 

Sociantur iurgia vis lis 


Jon Facet * ſtarke deect 
euer a toth in his heed v 
Adieu. Jayberd adue vi 
I faith dikkon thou crue 
Fratres orate | 

For this knauate 

By the holy Rode 

Dyd neuer man good 

I pray you all 

And pray ſhall 

At this trentall 

On knees to fall 

To the fote ball 
With fill the blak bowle 

For Jayberdes ſowle 


Bibite multum 
E cce ſepultum 
Sub pede flultum 
Aſinum & mulum 
The deuill kis his calum 
Wit hey cowe Rumbelowe 
Rumpopulorum 
Per omnia ſecula Jeculorum. 
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Requiem, 
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Requiem, Oc. 


Per Fredericum Hely 
Fratrem de Monte Carmel 
Qui condunt fine ſale 

Hoc devotum T rigintale 
Vale Fayberd, valde male. 


Fins. 


Adam Udderſale. alias diftus 
Adam all. a knaue his Epitaph. 
Foloweth deuoutly, _ 

He was ſoratime the holy 


Baillyue of dis. 
Of dig 


Adam degebat 
Dum vixit falſa gerebat 
amque extorquebat 
y ay . nativus habebat 
ut liber natus. Rapidus 
Lupus inde vocatus. 
Ecclefiamque ſatus 
De belial iſte Pilatus 
Sub pede calcatus 
Violauit nunc violatus 
Perfidus iratus 
Numguam fuit ille beatus 
Udderſall ſtratusß 
Benedictus ęſt ſpoliatus 
Improbus inflatus 
Maledictus jam laceratus 
Sis tibi baccatus 
Balians pra dominatus 
Hic fuit ingratus 
Porcus velut inſaciatus 
Pinguis craſſatus 


Velut Agag fit reprobatus 
| N 4 


(272) 
Crudeliſque Cacus 


Baratro peto fit tumulatus V tht | 

Belſabub his ſoule ſaue - c0 

Qui jacet hic like a knaue. : 5 
am ſcio mortuus e 3 

E. 2 hic like a beſt. | | q! 

Anima eius, WM. 

De malo in pejus. Amen. 

oh” | A 

De dis bæc ſemper erit camena, | 
Adam Udderſall fit anathema, E/t 

| . Angl 

Auctore Shelton Rectore de Dis. Cob 

5 . Nec 

Finis, &c. Apud Trumpinton * per Curatum Ex 

egjuſdem quinto die Januarij Anno Domini ſecundum Ma 

computat, Angliæ M. D. VII. Gen 


Adam Adam ob es, Geneſis R. ubi nulla requies, Gu 
Ubi nullus ordo, ſed ſempiternus horror inbabitat. Fob, Lat 


Tp Fs Set 
Diliga ruſticum cum portant bis duo quantum © Th 
Et cantant delos eft mihi dulce meles, Th 
1. Canticum doloraſum. Th 
' He 
Lamentatio urbis Nortuicen. | Th 
O lachrimeſa lues nimis O quam flebile fatum A 
Ignibus exoſis urbs veneranda ruis | Pr 
Fulmina ſive Jovis five ultima fata vocalant Ce 
Viulcani rapidis ignibus ipſa peris NV 
Ou decus ou patriæ ſpecie pulcherima dudum U 
Urrbs Norwicenſis labitar in cineres N 
Urbs tibi quid reſeram? breviter tibi pauca reponam, V 
Proſpera raro manent, utere ſerte tua. | 
Perpetuum mortale nihil, ſors omnia verſat, 4 
Urbs miſeranda vale, ſors miſeranda tua gf. 
| Skelton. Vilitiſſimus 


After this rate 
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Vilitiffimus Scotus Dundas allegat caudas 


contra Angligenas Caudatos Angles, 
ſpurciſſime Scote quid effers? Effrons es, 
quogue ſons: mendax, tua 'ſpurcaque . 
bucca eft. | 
oh 


INglicus a tergo Diſſamas patriam qua non 
Caudam gerit. eft melior quam 

Eſt canis ergo. Cum cauda piandrs dum 
Anglice caudate þoſfis ad haſtia pultes 
Cape caula n Mendicans mendicus eris, 
Ne cadet a te. mendaxque bilinguis, 
Ex cauſe caude Scabidus. horribilis, quem 
Manet Anglica | vermes ſexque pedales 
Gens ſiuve laude. Corrodunt miſere, miſeres 
Skelton nobilis Poeta, genus eft maledictum. 
Gup Scot. ye blot, l | 
Laudate Caudate 
Set in better 
Thy pentatneter 
This Dundas 
This Scottiſhe as 


He rymes and rayles 

That Engliſhmen haue tailes. 
Skeltonus laureatus, 

Anglicus natus, 

Provocat muſas 

Contra Dundas 

Norpaciſſimum Scotum, 

Undique notum, 


 Ruftice fotum 


Vapide potum, 
Skelton Laureat 


- Defendath 


| (274 ) 
Defendeth with his pen 
All Engliſh men. 
2 undas 
e Scottiſhe aſſe 
Shake thy tayle Scot lyke a cur, 


For thou beggeſt at euery mannes dur. 


Out Scot I fey 
Go ſhake thy dog hey 


Dundas of Galaway 


With thy verſyfyeng rayles 
How they haue tayles. 


By Jeſu Chriſt, fals Scot thou lyeſt, 


But behynd in our hoſe 
We bere there a roſe 


For thy Scottyſhe noſe, 
A ſpectacle caſe s 


To couer thy face 
With tray deux aſe 
A Tolman to blot 


A rough foted Scot 


Dundas fir knaue 

Why doſte thow depraue, 
This Royall Reame, 

Whole radiant beame 

And relucent light 

Thou haſt in deſpite 

Thou donghyll knyght 

But thou lakeſt might 
Dundas, dronken, and drowſy 
Skabed ſcurvy and lowly 
Of vnhappy generacion 

And moſt vngracious nacion. 
Dundas that dronke aſle 

That ratis and rankis 

That prates and prankes 

On huntley bankes 

Take this our thankes 


FJ) - - 4 


— — 


F 


h 


unde 
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Dunde bar, 
Walke Scot 
Walke ſot 

Rayle not to far. 


* 


Admonitia Szeltonis ut omnes 1 Artores viria' : 
Laure concedant. 
Fraxinus in ſilvis, altis in montibus Ornus 
Populus in fluvits, Abies patulifſima, Fagus 
Lenta falix, platanus pinguis, Ficulnea Ficus, 
Glandifera & Quercus, Pirus, 2 ſculus, Ardua 
pinus, 
Ae exudans, Oleaſter, Oliva 1 
Juniperus, Buxus, Lentiſcus cuſpide lenta 


Botrigera. & domino, vitis gratiſſima, bacc bo, 


Ilex & Aerilis, Labruſta pahſa colonis, 
Mollibus exudans fragrantia thura ſabeis 
Thus redolens, Arabis panter, nitiſfima mirrhu, 


Et vos O Corili fragiles, humileſque Myrice 


Et vos O Cedri redolentes, vos quogue Myrti. 
Arports omne genus viridi concedite Lauro, 


Prenes en gre. The Laurelle. 


Diligo ruſticum cum portant bis dus quantum 
Et cantant delos g mihi dulce melos 
1. Canticum doloroſum. 


In Bedell quondam Belial incarnatum, de- 
votum Epitaphium. 
Smal ecce Bedal, non mel, ſed fel, ſibi des el. 
Perfidus Achitophel : Laridus atque lorell. 
Nunc ol: ne Jebal. Nabal. S. Nabal ecce Ribaldus 
Omnibus exoſus 7 25 perofus erat. 


In plateaque cadens Animam ſpiravuit oleta, 
 Predbyteros Odiens fic ſi fi ne 5 ruit 


& 


Diſcite 


— — 


| 


Neon eat, immo ruat, non ſcandat ſed mage tendat, 


( 270) 
Diſcite vos omnes quid fit violare ſacratos | 
Presbyteros, quia fic corruit ifle canis. 87 
Cocitus cui fic petus per Tartara totus 
Sit peto promotus Cerberus huncque voret 


At mage ſan#ta tamen mea muſa precabitur atros 


Hos lemureſque eat fic bedel ad ſuperos 
Inque caput præceps mox acheronte petat. 
Beael- Quanta malignatus eft Inimicus in ſanftam. 


| Pſal. 73. 
3 Mortus eft aſinus | 
Qui vixit multum 
Hic jacet barbarus 


The deuill kys his culum. Amen. 


In 
Hanc volo tranſcribas, tranſcriptam moxque remittas . 
Pagellam: quia ſunt qui mea ſcripta ſciunt T 
| * . . 5 | V 

Igitur quia ſunt qui mala cuncta fremunt | 
Redae, 12 quia ſunt qui bona cuncta premunt © 
| Nec tamen expaveo de fatuo labia, - 
Nec multum paveo de ſcolido Rabulo. C 
Poeta Skelton Laureatus Libellum ſuum R 
mietrice Aloquitur. | 8 
14 dominum properato meum mea pagina Percy, 1 

ut Northumbrorum jura paterna gerit. 

Ad natum celebris tu prona repone Leonis, c 
Quæ que ſuo patri triſtia juſtitia. = 
Aft ubi perlegit dubiam ſub mente volutet, F 
Fortunam cuncta que male fida rotat, C 
Qui leo fit felix & Neſtoris occupet Annos, f 
Ad libitum cujus ipſe paralus ero. 1 


Shelton 
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Skelton Laureat vpon the Joutours dethe and 
muche lamentable chaunce of the moſt bo- 
norable Erle of Northumberlande. 


Wayle, I-wepe, I ſobbe, I ſigh fulſore 
3 The dedely fate. the dolefulle deſteny 
Of hym that is gone, alas without reſtore 
Of the bloud royall deſcending nobelly 
Whoſe lordſhyp doutles, was ſlayne lamentably 
Thorow treſon, again him compaſſed and wrought 
Trew to his Prince, in word, in dede, and thought. 


Of heuenly poems. O. Clyo calde by name 
In the colege of muſis goddes hyſtoriall 
Adres the to me whiche am both halt and lame 
In elect vteraunce to make memoryall _ | 
To the for ſouccour to the for help I call 
Mine homely rudnes and dryghnes to expell 
With the freſhe waters of Elyconys well. 


Of noble Actes aunciently enrolde 

Of famous Pryncis and Lordes of aſtate 

By thy report ar wont to be extold 
Regeſtringe euery formare date 
Of thy bounte after the vſuall rate 

Kyndell in me ſuche plenty of thy nobles 
Theſe ſorowfulle dites that I may ſhew expres. 


In ſeſons paſt who hath herde or ſene 
Of formar writyng by any preſidente 
That vilane haſtarddis in their furious tene 
Fulfylled wich malice of froward entente 
Confetered togeder of cominion 'concente 
Falſly to flee theyr moſte ſinguler god Lord 
It may be regeſirede of ſhamefull recorde. 


(28) 


So noble a man ſo valiaunt Lord and Knyght 
Fulfilled with honor as all the wold doth ken 

At his commaundment which had both day and nyght 
 Knyghtes and Squyers: at euery ſeaſon when 
He calde vpon them, as meniall houſhould men 
Were not theſe commons vncurteis karlis of kind 
To lo their owne Lord: God was not in their mynd 


And were not they to blame I fay alſo | 
That were aboute him his one ſervants of truſt 
To ſuffre him ſlayn of his mortall fo 
Fled away from hym let hym ly in the duſt 
They bode not till the reckenyng were diſcuſt 
W hat -ſhuld I flatter what ſhuld I gloſe or paint 

Fy fy for ſhame their hartes were to faint. 


In England and Fraunce which gretly was redouted 


Of whom both Flaunders and Scotland ſtode in drede 


To whom great eſtates obeyed and lowted | 
- A mayny of rude villayns made-hym for to blede 
Unkyndly they flew him, that holp them oft at nede 
He was their bulwark their paues and their wall 
Yet ſhamfully they flew hym that ſhame mot them BK 
. | (befal 
I ſay ye comoners why wer ye fo ſtark mad f 
What frantyk frenſy fyll in your brayne 
Where was your wit and reſon ye ſhould have had 
What wilful foly made yow to ryſe agayne 
Your naturall Lord : alas I cannot fayne | 
Ye armyd you with will, and left your wit behynd 
Well may you be called comones moſt vnkynd. 


He was your chefteyne your ſhelde your chef de- 


Redy to aſſyſt you in euery time of nede (fence 


Your worſhyp depended of his excellence 


Alas 


5c. wwad . Y ned Md 
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Alas ye mad men to far ye did excede 
Your hap was vnhappy to ill was your ſpede 
What moued you againe him to war or to fyght 
What alyde you to ſle your Lord agayn all ryght. 


The ground of his quarel was for his ſouerain Lord 
The well concerning of all the hole Lande 
Demandyng ſuche duties as nedes moſt acord 
To the * dug of his Prince which ſhould not be with- 


For whoſe cauſ e ye ſlew him with your owne hand 
But had his noble men done wel that day 
Ye had not bene able to haue ſayd him nay 


But ther was fals packing or els I am bande 
How be it the mater was euydent and playne 
For if they had occupied their ſpere and their ſhilde 
This noble man doutles had nor bene flayne 
But men fay they wer lynked with a double chaine 
And held with Gs comones vnder a cloke | 
Which kindeled the wild fyr that made al this ſmoke. 


The commons renyed ther raxes to pa pay 
Of them demaunded and asked by the Kynge 
With one voice importune they plainly ſayd nay 
They buskr-them on a buſhment themlelfe in baile 
to bring 

Agayne the Kyngs pleaſure to wreſtle or to wring 
Bluntly as beſt is with boſte and with crye ' 
They ſayd they forſed not, nor carede not to dy. 


The noblenes of the north this valiant Lord and 
Knight 
As man that was innocent of trechery or trainee 
Preſed forth boldly to withſtand the myght 
And lyke marciall Hector he faught them agayne 
Vygorouſly pon them with _—_ and wich maine _ 
Truſtyng 
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Truſtyng in noble men that were with him there 
But al they fled from hym for falſhode or fere. 


Barones, Knyghtes, Squiers and all 
Together with ſeruauntes of his famuly 
Turned their backe, and let their maſter fal 
Of whome they counted not a flye | 
Take vp whoſe wold for ther they let him ly 
Alas his gold, his fee, his annual rent 
Upon ſuche a ſort was ille beſtowd and ſpent. 


He was enuirond aboute on euery ſyde 


With his enemyes, that wer ſtarke mad and wode 


Ye while he ſtode he gaue them woundes wyde 

Allas for ruth what thoughe his mynd wer gode 

His corage manly, yet ther he ſhed his blode 

Al left alone alas he foughte in vayne 

For cruelly among them ther he was ſlayne, 

Alas for pite that Percy thus was ſpylt 

The famous Erle of Northumberland 

Of knyghtly prowes the ſword pomel and hylt 
The myghty Lyon doutted by Se and Lande 

O dolorous chaunce of fortunes fraward hande 

What man remembryng how ſhamfully he was ſlaine 

From bitter weping himſelf can reſtrain. 


O cruell Mars thou dedly God of war 
O dolorous tewiſday dedicate to thy name 
When thou ſhoke thy ſworde ſo noble a man to mar 
O ground vngracious vnhappy be thy fame 
Which wert endyed with rede bloud of the ſame 
Moſt noble Erle: O foule myſuryd ground 
Whereon he gat his finall dedely wounde. 


O Atropos of the fatall ſyſters iii. 
Goddes moſt cruel vnto the lyfe of man 1 
TY 8 


(a) 
All merciles in the is no pite 

O homicide which fleeſt, all that thou can 

So forcibly vpon this Erle thou ran 

That with thy ſword enharpit of mortall drede 
Thou kit aſonder perfight vitall threde. 


My wordes unpullyſht be nakide and playne 


4 


Of Aureat poems they want ellumynynge 


But by them to knowlege ye may attayne 

Of this Lordes dethe and of his murdrynge 

Which whiles he lyved had fuyſon of euery thing 
Of Knights of Squyers chyf I ord of toure and towne 
Tyll fykkelt fortune began on hym to frowne 


Paregall to Dukes with Kynges he might compare 
Surmountinge in honor al Erlis he did excede 
To all countreis aboute him reporte me I dare 
Lyke to Eneas benigne in word and dede 
Valiant as Hector in euery marciall nede 
Prudent, diſcrete, circumſpect and 7 
Tyll che chaunce ran agayne hym of fortunes duble 


| _ (qe. 

What nedeth me for to extoll his fame TO 
With my rude pen enkankered all with ruſt 
Whoſe noble actes ſhow worſhiply his name 
Tranfendyng for myne homly muſe, that muſte 
Yet ſomwhat wright fuppriſed with herty luſt 
Truly reportyng his right noble eſtate 
Immortally whiche is immaculate. 


His noble blode neuer deſtayned was 
Trew to his Prince for to defend his ryght 
Doblenes hatyng, fals matters to compas 
Treytory and treaſon he banyſht out of ſyght 
With truth to medle was al hisholl delight 
As all his countrey can teſtyfy the ſame 


To fle ſuche a Lorde alas it was great ſhame. 
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If the hole quere of the muſis nyne | 85 
In me all onely wer ſet and compryſed As 
Enbrethed with the blaſt of Influence deuyne Of 
As perfytly as could be thought or deuiſed „ 

To me alſo all though it were promiſed | 
Of Laureat Phebus holy the eloquence Th 
All were to lytell for his magnificence 5 

O yonge Lyon but tender yet of age All 
Grow 4. no remembre tow eſtate | W. 
God the aſſyſt unto thyn herytage An 
And geue the grace to be more fortunate 1 
Agayn redellyones arme the to make debate 4 
And as the Lyone whiche is of beſtes Kynge Th 
Unto thy ſubiectes be curteis and benygne Th 

I pray God ſende the proſperous lyfe and long * 
Stable thy mynde conſtant to be and faſt | W 


Ryght to mayntayn and to reſyſt all wronge | 
| All flateryng faytors abhor and from the caſt 
Of foule detraction God kepe the from the blaſt | M 


Let double delyng in the haue no place, E 0 
| And be not lyght of credence in no caſe, 
| 5 r 
| With heuy chere, with dolorous hart and mynd 1 H 

Eche man may ſorow in his inward thought T 


| This Lords death whole pere is hard to fynd 

| Al gife Englond and Fraunce were thorow ſaught v 

| Al Kynges, all Princes, al Dukes, well they ought H 

Both temporall and ſpiritual for to complayne T 

This noble man that crewelly was ſlayne. 
T 


| More ſpecially Barons and thoſe Knyghtes bold I 
| And al other Gentilmen with him enterteyned 
| In fee: as menyall men of his houſold | T 


Whom 


8 


hom 
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Whom he as Lord worſhyply mainteyned * 
To ſorowful weping they ought to be conſtreined 

As oft as they call to theyr remembraunce. 
Of ther good Lord the fate and dedely chaunce. 


Perleſe Prince of Heven Emperyal! 
That with one word formed. al thing of noughte 
Heven, hell, and erthe, obey unto thy call 
Which to thy reſemblaunce wonderſly haſt wrought 
All mankynd, whom thou full dere baſt bought 
With thy bloud precious our finaunce thou did pay 
And vs redemed, from the fendys pray . 


To the pray we as Prince incomparable 

As thou art of mercy and pyte the well 
Thou bring unto thy Joye eterminable 

The ſoul! of this Lorde from all daunger of hell 
In endles blys with the to byde and dwell 
In thy palace, aboue the orient — 
Where thou art Lord, and God omnipotent. 


O Quene of mercy, O Lady full of grace 
Mayden moſt. pure and Goddes moder dere - 
To ſorowful hartes chef comfort and ſolace 
Of all women O flowre without pere | 
Pray to thy ſon aboue the ſterr is clere 
He to vouchſafe by thy mediacion | 
To pardon thy ſeruaunt and brynge to faluacion 


In Joy triumphaunt the heuenly gerarchy 
With all the hole forte of that glorious place 
His foull mot receyue in to theyr company 
Thorow bounty ot hym that formed all ſolace 
Wel of pite, of mercy, and of grace 
The Father, the Sonn, and the Holy Ghoſt 
In Trinitate one God of myghts moſte. . 


Non ſapit humants qui certam ponere rebus 
Spem cupit eft hominum Raraque ficta fides ye 
| | etra- 
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Crtrafticon Shelton Laureati ad magiftrum Ruthan V 


Sarre Theolggiæ egregium profeſſorem D 
Accipe nunc domum doctor celeberrime Rukſbaw | 
Carmina: de calamo quæ cecidere mo, 
Et quagua placidis non ſunt modulata carmenis We 
Sunt amen ex n tro pectore prompta pio. | 


J. ale fulieiter, virorum Laudatiſſime. 
#1 N ITS. H. 


Elegia in Seren. ne Principis & Dominæ Q 
Domine Margarete nuper Comitiſ/e de NW © 
Darby Strenuiffimi Regis Henrici Septi- 

mi matris funchre miniſterium. Per 
Skeltenida Laureatum Oratorem Regium 9 
XVI. menſis Augu tt Anno ſaluis 
M. DVI. 0 


A Spirate meis elegis pia tarma fororum, 
Et Margaretam ceollacrimate pram. 


Hac ſub mole latet Regis celeberrima mater 
Henrici magni, quem locus iſte fouet; 
Duem locus iſte ſacer celebri celebrat Poliandro, 
Illius en genitrix hac tumulatur humo;, 
Cui cedat Tanaquil (Titus hanc ſuper aftra rin) 
Cedat Penelope carus Ulyſſis amor, 
Hec Abigail velut Heſter erat pietate ſecunda, 
En tres jam proceres nobilitate pares : 
Pro domina precor implora pro principe tanta 
Flecte deum precibus qui legis hos apices. 
Plura referre piget calamus torpore rigeſcit, 
Dormit Mecæ nas, negligitur probitas . 
Nec juvat aut modicum prodęſi nunc ultima verſu 8 
Facta recenſere (mortua mors reor oft } . 


Queris 
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Oneris quid decus gt? decus oft modo dicter hircum 
Cedit honos hirco, cedit honorgue capro. 
Falleris ipſe Charon iterum ſurrexit Abyron 
Et flygus remos deſpicit ile tuos. | 
- Vivitur ex voto: mentis præcordia tangunt 
Nulla ſepulera ducum nec monumenta patrum ; 
Non regum non ulla hominum labentia fato 
Tempora nec totiens mortua turba ruens. 
Hunc flatuo certe perituræ parcere carte 
Ceu Fuvenalis ovat eximius ſatirus. 


18 Diſticon execrationis in fagolidoros 


7 Qui lacerat, violat, ve rapit præſens Epitoma 

a Hunc. laceretque voret Cerberus abſque mora. 

/i- i : ERS | 

Jon Calon. Agaton. cum Areta. Re in. Pa. 

1 Haac tecum flatuas dominum (precor) 9 ſator orbis, 
. Quo regnas rutilans rex ſine fine manens : 

is 3 | 


Orator Regius Skeltonis Laureatus in ſin- 
gulare meritiſſimumq; præconium no- 
biliſſimi Principis Henrici ſeptimi nu- 
per ſtrenuiſſime Regis Anglie hoc Epi- 
taphium edidit. Ad ſinceram contem- 

| plarionem reverendi in Criſto patris 

47 ac domini Dompni Johannis Iſlip Ab- 
batis Weſtmonaſterij optime meriti 
Anno Domini. M. D. XII, pridie domi- 
ni Andree Apoſtoli, &c. 


1 Riſtia melpomenes c mode plectra ſonare 
Hos elegos foveat Cinthius ille meos 
Si quas fata movent lacrimas: lacrimare videret 
Jn bene maturum ſi bene mente ſapis 
is f Flos 
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Hos Britonum, regum ſpeculum Salamonis Imago 
Septimus Henricus mole ſub hac tegitur, E 
Punica dum regnat (redolens roſa digna vocari 
Jam jam Marceſcit ceu levis umbra fugit) 
Multa novercantis fortunæ multa faventis 
Poaſſus: & infractus tempus utrumque tulit 
Nobilis Anchiſes, Armis metuendus Atrides, 


Hic erat: hunc Scottus rex timuit Jacobus. 11 
Spiramenta animæ vegitans dum veſcitur aura j- 
Francorum populus conticuit pavidus, —_ 
Inmenſas ſibi divitias cumulaſſe quid horres | 
Ni cumulaſſet opes forte Britannia Ivas ks 
Urgentes caſus tacita {i mente volutes, | | 
Vix tibi ſufficeret aurea ripa Tagi _ Hi 
Ni ſua te probitas conſulta mente laborans 
Reriſſet ſatius: vix tibi tuta ſalus ; 1 
Sed quid cano? meditans quid plura voluto | 
Quiſque vigil ſibi fat morg,fine lege rapit? C 
Ad dominum qui cuncta regit pro principe tanto 3 
Funde preces quiſquis carmina noſtra legis. | U: 
3 5 . ] 
0 ee Vel mage ſi placeat hunc Ne 
Func timuit Facobus f 
Scottorum dominus Ar. 
Qui ſua fata luit 1 
Duem leo candidior 80¹ 
Rubeum necat enſe Leone | 
Et jacet uſque moda Et 
Nan tumulatus hu mo. 
| Ne 
Refrigerii ſedem quietis beatitudinem Luminis habeat 4 
claritatem. 9 
AME N. 1 
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. 
Eulogium pro 1 Temporum Condi- 
cione tantis Principibus non indignum 


per Skeltonida Laureatum Oratorem 
Regium. 


2 pia Calliope perpera mea caſta puella, 
Et mecum reſona carmina plena deo, 

Septimus Henricus Britonum memorabilis heros, 
Ack terra tuus magnanimus Priamus : 

Atralus hic opibus rigidus Cato, clarus Aceſtes 
Sub gelido clauſus marmore jam recubit 

Hic honor omnis opes, probitas fic gloria regum 
Omnia nutabunt mortis ad imperium. 

Anglia num lacrimas: rides: lacrimare quid obs ? 
Dum vixit lacrimas: dum moritur jubflas. 


Cauta tamen penſes, dum vixerat A 


Vibrabant enſes. bella nec ulla timent. os 
Undique bella fremunt nunc undique prelia ſurgunr, 
Noſter honor ſolus filius ecce ſuus; 
Noſter honor ſolus qui pondera tanta ſudire 
Non timet: intrepidus arma gerenda vocat, 


Arma gerenda vocat (ſuperi ſua cepta ſecundent) 


Ut quatiat Pallas Ægida ſepe rogat. 

Sors tamen eſt verſanda diu ſors vltima belli 
Myrmidonum dominus matre ſilente ruit; 

Et quem non valuit validis ſuperare ſub armis 
Mars? tamen occubuit inſidiis Paridis 

Nos incerta quidem pro certis ponere rebus 
Arguit, & prohibet Delius ipſe pater 

Omnia ſunt hominum dubio labentia fato, 
Marte ſub incerto militat omnis homo. 

Omne decus noſtrum, noſtra & ſpes unica tantum, 
Jam bene qui regnat hunc Jovis umbra tegat 


8 
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Ut quamvis mentem labor eſt inhibere volentem, - 


Pauca tamen liceat.dicere pace ſua; 


Pace tua liceat mihi nunc tibi dicere pauca, 
Dulce meum decus, & ſola Britanna ſalus. 
Summa rei noſtræ remanet celeberrime princeps, 


In te precipuo. qui modo ſceptra geris. 
Si tibi fata favent precor atque precabor 
Anglia tunc plaude (in minus ipſe vate. 


Piolicronitudo Baſilecs. 


Tetraſticon veritatis. 


Felix qui buſtum torniaſti, 


Rex tibi cuprum, 


Auro ſi tectus fueras, 


Fueras ſpoliatus, 
Nudus proſtratus 
Tanta eſt rabioſo cupido, 


VUndique Nummorum 


Rex pace precor requieſcas. Amen. 


F LN 8. 


In 


(289) 


the fleete made by me William Corniſbe 
otherwiſe called Nyſhewhete chapelman 
with the moſt famoſe and noble Kyng Hen - 
ry the VII. bis Reygne the XIX. yere the 
moneth APES A treatiſe betwene' 
Trouth, and Information. 


A. B. of E. how. C. for. T. was. P. in. P. 
Prologue. 


The hoole: Content. TOY 
| HE knowlege of God, paſſyth compariforr 
. The deuill knowith all il thing, conſented or 
done a 
ind man knoweth nothing, ſaue only by reaſon. 
and reaſon in man, is diverſe of operation. 
ow can. then man be parfite of cognicion 
For reaſon ſhall ſo reaſon that ſomtyme among 
\ man by information may ryhgte wiſly do wrong, 


Goſpell.. 


hoſe litterall ſence agreith to the fore ſeyng 

Qui ambulat in tenebris neſcit quo vadit 
low moralyſe ye farther and peyſe the contriuyng; 
meane, bytwene trowth and ſotele conueynge 
Who gothe in the darke, muſt ſtumble amonge 
Blame neuer a blynd man, thou he go wronge.. 


In Example. | 
A Juge to the Jury nedes muſt geue credence: 


How what yf they. purpoſe fals maters to compaſe 


Ide Judge muſt procede yet in. him non. offence, 
For as they geue verdit, 8 e iugement muſt paſſe. 


The auctoriſed goſpel and reaſon holdeth therwith: 


> — —— ——. 2 — — * * 12 EE JP A "OY — as 
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rr 
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OT... 
But wher the faulte is, non dormit Fudas 
For by fals informacion many tymes amonge 


5 Right ſhalbe rewled and the righteouſe ſhal do v Ono 


| Euell Information. © 
But woo to ſuche informers who they be 


'That maketh their malice the mater of the power 


And cruelly without conſcience right or pity 


Diſgorgith theyr venome under that colowre 


Alas not remembryng their ſoules doloure 
When, dies illa, dies ire, ſhalbe their ſonge 
Ite maledicti, take that for your wronge. 


A parable betwen Informacion and Muſ;ke. 
| The examples. 

Muſike in his Melody requireth true ſoundes 
Who ſetteth a ſong, ſhquld geue him to armony 
Who kepeth true his tuenes may not paſſe his fona 
His alteracions and prolacions muſt be pricked treu 
For muſike is trew though minſtrels maketh mayſtry 
The harper careth nothing but reward for his ſong 
Merily ſoundich his mouth when his tong goth all ef 


„„ N. | 
A barpe geueth ſounde as it is ſette 
The harper may wreſt it vntunablye 
Yf he play wrong good tunes he doth lette 
Or by myſtunyng the very trew armonye 
A harpe well playde on ſhewyth ſwere melody 
A harper with his wreſt maye tune the harpe wrong 


Mys tunyng of an Inſtrument ſhal hurt a true ſonge 


A ſonge. 


A ſonge that is trewe and ful of ſwetnes 


May be euyll ſonge and tunyd amyſe 
The ſonge of hym ſelfe yet neuer the les 
Is true and tunable, and ſyng it as it is 


Then 


ower 


Wrong 
Inge 


K  » 
Then blame not the ſong, but marke wel his 

He that hath ſpit at another mans ſonge 
Will do what he can. to haue it ſong. Wronge. or! 


A claricorde. 

The claricord hath a tunely R 
As the wyre is wreſted hye and 
So it tuenyth to the pla yers mynde 
For as it is wreſted ſo muſt it pt ſhowe. 
As by this reſon ye may well know, __. * 
Any Inſtrument myſtunyd ſhall hurt a trew hag" 
Let blame not the Claricord the wreſter doth mg? 


A trompet. 
A trompet blowen hye with to hard a blaſt 

Shal cauſe him to vary from the tunable kynde 
But he that bloweth to hard muſt ſuage at the laſt 
And fayne to fall lower with a temperat wynde 
And then the trompet the true tune ſhall fynde 
For an inſtrument ouer wynded is tuned wrong. 
Blame none but the blower, on oa den it is ane 


— 


True counſell. 
Who plaieth on the harpe he ſhould play trew 
Who fyngeth a ſonge, let his voice be tunable 


Who wreſteth the claricorde myſtunyng eſchew 


Who bloweth a trompet let his wind be meſurable 
For inſtruments in them ſelf be ferme and ſtable 
And ot trouch, wold trouth to every manes ſonge 
Tune them chen truly for in chem 1 is no wronge. 


Colours of Muſgke. 
In Muſyke I haue learned iiii colours as this 
Blake, ful blake, verte, and in lykewyſe redde 
By theſe colours many ſubtill alteracions ther is 


That wil begile one tho in cuning he be wel ſped 
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With a prike of Indicion from a body that is dede 
He ſhal try ſo his nombre with ſwetnes of his ſong 
That the eare ſhalbe pleaſed, and yet he al wrong. 


The . . 
I pore man vnable of this ſcience to skylE 


S Save litel practiſe I haue by experience 


I meane but trouth and of good will | 
To remembre the doers, that vſeth ſuch offence 
Not one ſole, but generally in ſentence | 

By cauſe I can skyll of a litle ſonge 

To try the true corde to be knowen from the wrong 


F 
Yet trouth was drownde he not ſanke 
But ſtill dyd fleete aboue the water 
Informacion had played-hym ſuche a pranke 


That with power the pore had loſt his mater 


Bycauſe that trouthe begane to clater 
Informacion hath taught hym to ſolfe his ſonge 
Paciens parforce, content you with wronge 


Truth. 
I aſſayde theis tunes me thought them not ſwete 
The concordes were nothynge Muſicall - 
I called Maſters of Muſike cunyng and diſcrete 
And the firſt prynciple whoſe name was Tuballe 
Guido Boice, John de Murris, Vitryaco and them al 
J prayed them of helpe of this combrous ſonge 
Priked. with force and lettred with wronge: 


| True anſwere. 

They ſayd I was horce I might not ſynge 
My voice is to pore it is not awdyble 
Informacion is ſo curyous in his chauntynge | 
That to bere the trew plainſong, it is not poſible 


His 


ce 


rong 
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His proporcions be ſo hard with fo highe a quatrib 
And the playn ſong in the margyn ſo —— 
That the true tunes of Tuball can not haue the right 
ſounde. 
| Frutbe. | 
Well quod treuth, yet ones I truſt yerely 
To have my voyce and ſynge 'agayne 
And to flete out treuth and clarify truly: 
And ete ſuger candy adaye or rwayne 
And then to the deske to ſynge true and playn 
Informacion ſhall not alwaye entune hys ſong - 
My parts ſhalbe true, when his. countreuers ſhalbe 
wrong. 
Infermacion. 

Information hym enbolded of the monacorde 
From conſonaunts to concordes he Muſyd his maſtry 
I aſlayde the Muſyke both knyght and ford 8 
But none wold ſpeke, the ſounde bord was to hye 
Then kept I the plain keyes the marred al my melody 
Enformacion draue a crochet that paſt al my ſong 


Wich proporcion parforce, dreuen on to longe. 


1 Dialogue. 

Sufferance came in, to ſyng a parte 
Go to quod trouth, I pray you begyne 
Nay ſofft quod he, the giſe of my parte 
ee ee | 

ay by long re e nothi nne 
For 4 orion 225 cnſey and ſo We 2 his ſonge 
That yf ye fal to reſting infayth in wilbe wrong 


Treweth. 
Informacion wil teche a doctor his game 
From ſuperacute.to the noble dyapaſon. 
I afayd to acute and when I cane nn 
Entormacion was mete for a noble dyateſſaron 


4 - "bly 
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He ſong by a pothome that hath two kyndes in one 
With many ſubtel ſemetunes moſt met for this ſong 
Pacience parforce, content you with wronge 


W | Truth, ty £1497, 5 4 = 

I kepe be rounde and he by ſquare q 

The one is bemole and the other bequare 1 

If I myght make tryall as I could and dare 1 

I ſhould ſhow why theſe ii. kyndes do varye: 

But God knowyth al, ſo doth not Kyng Harry 7 

For yf be dydde than chaunge ſhold this iii. ſong 4 
Pytye, for patience, and conſience, for wronge. 

Neny/fwhete Parabolam. | 8 
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BOOKS printed for (Ho Davisin 
=  Facer-noſter Rox. 


[imarium Pohęrapbicum: Or, The whole 
| Body of Arts regularly digeſted. " Containing, 
I. The ARTS of Deſigning, Painting, Waſhing- 

Prints, Limning, Fapanning, Gilding in all their 


various kinds. Alſo Perſpective, the Laws of Sha- 
' dows, Dialling, &c. 


II. Carving, Cutting in Wood, Stone; Mould- 
; ing and Caſting Fi 3 in Plaiſter, Wax, Metal; 
alſo Engraving. and Etching, and Mexzzatints. 

III. A brief hiſtorical Account of the moſt con- 
ſiderable Painters, Statuaries, and Engravers, with 
thoſe Cyphers or Marks by which their Works are 

known. 

IV. An Explanation of the Emblematical and Hie- 
roglyphical Repreſentations of the Heathen Deities, 

Powers, Human Paſſions, Virtues, Vices, &c. of 
great uſe in Hiſtory mg / 

V. The Production, Nature, Refining, Com- 
pounding, Tranſmutation and Tinging all Sorts of 
Metals and Minerals of various Colours. 

VI. The Arts of Making, Working, Painting or 
Staining all ſorts of Glaſs and Marble; alſo Enamels, 
the Imitation of all ſorts of Precious Stones, Pearls, 
Sc. according to the Practice both of the Antients 

and Moderns. 
VII. Dying all ſorts of Materials, Linen, Wool- 
len, Siik, Leather, Wood, Ivory, Horns. Bones; 
alſo Bleaching and * bitening Linen, Hair, Sc. 

VIII. The Art of 7. apeflry-IWeaving, as now per- 
formed in England, Flanders and France, either of 
the high or low Warp; alſo many other curious Ma- 
nufactures. 

IX. A Deſcription of Colours, Natural and Arti- 
ficial, as to their Productions, Natures or Qualities, 
various Preparations, Comgoutions and Uſ * = 

e 


Books Printed for C. Davis. 
X. The Method of making all kinds of Inks, both 
Natural and Lr and alſo many other Cu- 
riofities not here to be ſpecified, whereby this is 
rendred a more compleat Work than has hitherto ap- 
eared in any Language. $a 
"Abroad with proper Sculptures, curiouſly „ 
ven on more than fifty Copper Plates. In two Vo- 
lumes Octavo. 7 5 | 


1 Memoirs Hiſtorical and Military : containing 2 
diſtinct View of all the conſiderable States of Europe. 
With an accurate Account of the Wars in which 


. they have been Engaged, from the Year 1672, to the 


Lear 1710. Interſperſed with various Reflections on 
the Views, Politicks, and Intereſts of the ſeveral Prin 
ces and Republicks, by whom thoſe Wars were com- 
menced or ſuſtained. With large Obſervations on 
their Characters, conſidered either as Ambitious or 
Pacific Powers. Together with remarks on the Con- 
duct and Abilities of their Miniſters, Generals, Co- 
vernors of Places, and other Officers, in the Plans 
and Execution of the ſeveral Operations of War 
wherein they were employed. Written by the late 
Marquis de. Feuquieres. Lieutenant-General of the 
French Army; for the Inſtruction of his Son. 
Tranſlated from the French. With Preliminary Re- 
marks and a Military Dictionary, explaining the dif- 
ficult Terms in the Art of War, by the Tpanſlator. 
In two Volumes Oct avo. 0 
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